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PREFACE 

THE aim of this edition is twofold: first, to 
provide an authoritative text of the poetical works 
of Sir Thomas Wiat; and, secondly, to vindicate 
his important position in respect of his achieve- 
ments in verse, his connection with contemporary 
continental thought and poetical aspirations, and 
the wide influence he exerted upon the poets of his 
day--an influence which extended into the Eliza- 
bethan age. 
The obscurity under which much of Wiat's 
achievement has remained for over three and a half 
centries is mainly due to the coupling of his name 
with that of the Earl of Surrey, a poet who was not 
only his junior by a generation (as time was then 
reckoned), but who only began to write, a.s an ardent 
admirer and disciple of Wiat, when his master had 
reached maturity. 
Contemporary critics pla.ced Strrey first, in defer- 
ence to his rank; later ages looked upon him as the 
superior poet. The Scotch reviewers, criticizing 
Nott's edition of Wiat, 1815-6, went so far as to 
declare that Wiat was a diplomatist and a man of 
wit, but no poet. The criticism of the last fifty 
Y 
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years has been steadily increasing in the appreciation 
of Wiat, but his tne position, in connection with 
contemporary thotght, his aim and principles in 
versification, still remains to be set forth. 
G. F. Nott aimed at producing the works of Wiat 
from the hISS. He succeeded in gathering together 
a mass of interesting material in connection with the 
poems and their Italian sources, but he failed to 
provide an authoritative text, because on many 
important points he followed Tottel instead of 
Wiat's own text. Moreover, he presented the poems 
in nineteenth-centtry English. This was no doubt 
dte to the popular pr@dice of his day, but it was 
fatal to the true presentation of Wiat's poems. 
Wia.t's position in literature in this respect is of 
peculiar interest. He wrote at a time when spelling 
and accents Were rapidly changing from what one 
may call "Chaucerian speech " to the Elizabethan 
English. His earlier poems, to be rightly under- 
stood, must be read with the earlier style of pro- 
nunciation, namely, with the romance accents. His 
later poetry conforms to the modern style. 
Of still greater importance is the fact that the 
whole body of his work records that fleeting and 
lovely efflorescence of our language in the days of 
the early Tudors, eternally preserved in the ver- 
sions of the Great Bible, which may be detected in 
the writers of the Paston Letters, and which was 
caught and reflected by Wiat in the simple, manly, 
-i 
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was an earlier form of the poems, afterwards revised 
by Wiat in another hiS., which Tottel followed. 
The corrections in the earlier part of the MS. 
correspond to those in Tottel. 
The only possible way of settling such questions 
was the examination of the whole body of variants. 
I went to the h'[SS, in 1906, and compared the 
variants with those in E., the author's own text; 
these, again, were compared with Tottel. The 
results, formulated in my Study o/ Sir Thomas 
Wyatt, 1910, are briefly as follows-- 
The E. hiS. shows from beginning to end  
definite and constant system of versification. Viat's 
principles of verse ever chaffe; they are simply 
modified as he grows more sure in metre, more 
mature in thought. For example, the two chief 
features of his versification, slurring and trisyllabic 
feet in every part of the verse except the last foot, 
remains constant; but the habit of employing 
a trisyllable for the last foot in his earlier verse, 
evidently imitated from the fifteenth-century Chau- 
cerians, is not found in his later verse. 
The variants in Tottel prove that Wiat's individual 
characteristics were obliterated in his text, particu- 
larly in the matter of slurring and of trisyllabic feet. 
The A. hiS. shows a. likeness to Tottel in its 
va.riants, especially in the Satires and the Psalms, 
with errors, and a weakening of the text, which 
make it inferior in some wavs to Tottel. But in the 
viii 
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beginning of this M:S. there was clearly an attempt 
merely to obtain Viat's poems in groups, following 
closely the E. hIS., for the group of Sonnets in A. 
is arranged in the order of the E. hiS., and the text 
differs little froln E. 
It is evident, then, that Tottel and A. adopted a 
style of verse contrary to Wiat's method; but that 
in the case of the A. MS. the first intention was to 
copy exactly the poems of \Viat in groups, commenc- 
ing with the Sonnets which are most numerous in 
the earlier folios of the E. hiS. Later, the poems 
were copied with the idea of revising them to suit 
the views of a later generation, and of reducing 
Wiat's metre to a correct iambic verse. Hence the 
changes in the Satires and Psalms noticeable in this 
MS. The D. hiS. stands upon its own merits, since 
it contains a large number of lyrical songs not found 
elsewhere. Moreover the poems in D. are mainly 
in octosyllabic verse, whereas the E. 5[S. chiefly 
represents Wiat's work in foreign metres, in estab- 
lishing the five-foot verse. 
The other hISS. are mainly interesting as pro- 
viding MS. authority for Wiat's poems found other- 
wise in Tottel only. Wiat's hiS., then, is incon- 
trovertibly the authoritative text, since, for the main 
body of the poems, it alone preserves the principles 
of Wiat's versification. 
The difficulty of the corrections not in iat's hand 
remains to be removed. 
ix 
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A minute investigation of the MS. has proved that 
the alterations, both for spelling and difference in 
phrasing, are alien to Wiat's method. The spelling 
conforms to Tottel, not to that of the early sixteenth 
century to which Wiat and the scribes adhere. 
A more definite proof of unauthorized corrections 
is to be seen in the shape of the letters and the hand- 
writing employed, which, in the opinion of experts 
in the department of the Manuscript Room, British 
Museum, is not early sixteenth century. Repro- 
ductions from the MSS. are to be found in the text. 
Another proof for the vindication of the E..IS. 
as the authority is the fact that Wiat wrote his 
lsalms (the last complete entry in the MS.) 1540- 
1541, and the remaining few months of his life were 
too much occupied with official duties to allow of 
such a revision of his poems as would completely 
alter the system of versification of tte E. MS. to 
that of Tottel's Miscellany. :Finally, the presence 
of some of Wiat's finest poems in the E. hiS., not 
published i Tottel's Miscellany, provides incontro- 
vertible proof that the editor of Tottel had no access 
to the E. MS. 
The version of the E. MS. is followed in this 
text; all variants are given below the text, as well 
as unauthorized corrections in the hiS. Where 
Wiat has corrected a poem, the revised version 
occurs in the text, except in very exceptional 
instances in the lsalms; in the few cases where 
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my old master, Professor 5". P. Ker, for continual 
encouragement and for looking over proofs; Mr. 
Arundell Esda.ile, for nmch generous help in a 
subject in which he is greatly interosted, and in 
particular for his notes on the Epigram "'or 
shamefast ha.rm," for introductions to the librarian 
of Britwell Court, and to the P,.ecord Office; 
Dr. R. W. Chambers for suggesting an illustra- 
tion; Miss Tuke, for pleasant Saturday mornings 
spent in reading Petrarch; another old friend, the 
Provost of University C.ollege, who in a busy life has 
never grudged friendly criticism; Professor L. M. 
Brandin for introductions to the Bibliothbque 
Nationale, Paris, for the rare sixteenth-century 
editions of Maurice Sve's "Microcosme"; and 
Professor J. Hoops, of Heidelberg University for 
valuable comment, and corroboration of some points 
newly set forth in this edition. 
In conclusion, every effort has been made to secure 
accuracy in the text and variants, by a constant 
revision and checking of MSS. for the last three 
years; and to gauge Wiat's true position as a poet 
by a survey of early sixteenth-century literature in 
France, Italy, and Spain. The faults are my own; 
the merits are due to the generous help accorded 
me. 

British Museum, 
October 1913. 

A. K. FoxwEtr,. 
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THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 

5 boeth fals] T. both craftyfals. 
6 can fain] T. lye and fayn. 
7 in disdayn] T. in high disdaim 
8 and doublenes] T. and clo'ed do,blenesse. 
Refrain : What vaileth trouth] T. lVhat vaileth troth or tgarfit sted, fastm s. 
9 by crafty] T..false and crqlt trayn. 
xo and doeth] T. andfaithfi,ll cloth. 
xx withoute redresse] T. itltoute help m" redresse. 
xz h maistres] T. a stert maistvesse. 
x3 Whose . . . refrayn] T. where crueltie dvelles alas it ve'c i valet. 
Refrain] T. omits. Cf. lIos. 1 and 7. 
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RONDEAUS 

RONDEAU 3 
F for to love her for her lokes lovely 
My hett was set in thought tight fetmely, 
Trusting by ttouth to have had tedtesse : 
But she hath made anotht ptomes, 
And hath geven me leve full honestly. 
Yet do I not teioyse it gteately : 
For on my faith I loved to surely : 
But reason will that I do cesse 
For to love her. 

Syns that in love the paynes ben dedly, 
Me thincke it best that reddely 
I do retorn to my first adresse; 
For at this tyme to great is the prese 
And perilles appere to abundauntely 
For to love her. 

(Signed in margin " Wyat.") 

I3 

 lokes] MS. loke, with curved sign after the e, which often signifies s. Cf. Wiat'- 
letter. 
3 trouth] ]lS. spelling troght--possibly through spelling of t,ought in line 
above. The usual spelling of the IS. is trout,. 
6 reioyce] D. refuse. 
8 cesse] 118. spelling stsse. D. loose. 
9 dedly] D. deddelye. 
:o thincke] D. thinkes. 
reddely] e overwritten first e by later ].ad. 

5 
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RONDEAU 4 

H 

elpe me to seke [or I lost it ther, 
And if that ye have [ounde it ye that be here, 
And seke to convaye it secretely, 
Handell it so[te, and trete it tenderly : 
Or els it will plain and then appere; 

But rather restore it mannerly, 
Syns that I do aske it thus honestly; 
For to lese it, it sitteth me to neere; 
Helpe me to seke. 

Alas and is there no remedy ? 
But have I thus lost it wilfully ? 
I wis it was a thing all to dere 
To be bestowed, and wist not where : 
It was myn heft, I pray you hertely 
Helpe me to seke. 

I3 

(Signed in margin "Wyat.') 

Absent from T. and the other MSS. 
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RONDEAU 5 

y f it be so that I forsake the, 
As banysshed from thy company, 
Yet my heft, my mynde, and my affection, 
Shall still remain in thy perfection, 
But right as thou lyst so order me. 

But som would saye, in their opinion 
Revoultid is thy good intention; 
Then may I well blame thy cruelte 
Yf it be so. 

But my self, I say on this fasshion : 
I have her heft in my possession, 
And of itself there cannot perdy 
By no meanes love an herteles body, 
And on my faith good is the reason 
If it be so. 

(Signed in margin " Wyat.") 

8 

I3 

Absent from the other llS8, and from Tottel. 
7 Revonltid] alt. by Wiat from revoulsed. The last three letters, tid, correspond 
to the handwriting in the Psalms. 
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RONDEAU 8 

y e old mule that think your self so fayre, 
Leve off with craft your beautie to repaire, 
For it is time withoute any fable; 
No man setteth now by riding in your saddell; 
To touche travaill so do your train apaise, 
Ye old mule 

With [als favoure though you deceve thayes, 
Who so taste you shall well perceve your layes 
Savoureth sore what of a kappurs stable, 
Ye old mule ! 

Ye must now serve to market and to faire, 
All for the burden, for pannyers a paire; 
For syns gray heres ben powdered in your sable, 
The thing ye seke for you must yourself enable 
To pourchase it by payement and by prayer, 
Ye old mule ! 

I3 

Absent from T. and the other .ISS. 

10 
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RONDEAU 9 

hat no perdy ye may be sure ! 
Thinck not to make me to your lure, 
With wordes and chere so contrarieng, 
Swete and sowre contrewaing; 
To much it were still to endure; 
Trouth is tryed where craft is in ure; 
But though ye have bade my hertes cure 
Trow ye I dote withoute ending ? 
What no perdy ! 

Though that with pain I do procure 
For to forgett that ons was pure, 
Within my heft shall still that thing 
Unstable, unsure, and wavering 
Be in my mynde withoute recure ? 
What no perdy ! 

8 

I3 

(Signed "Tho.") 

Not in Tottel. 
6 Trouth is tryed] D. Trothe is tragde. 
7 hade] final e erased in MS. 
xx my hert] D. /(followed by a diagram of a heart). 
The last refrain omitted by the original scribe and added later. The same hand 
appears in the correction of the epigram "Alas, Madam" (f. 71, E.). 
Signed at thc foot of D f. 19a, "fynys q Wyatt." 

11 
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2 
he longe love that in my thought doeth harbar : 
And in myn heft doeth kepe his residence " 
Into my face preseth with bolde pretence : 
And therein campeth spreding his baner. 4 
She that me lerneth to love and suffre : 
And willes that my trust and lustes negligence 
Be rayned by reason, shame, and reverence : 
With hardines taketh displeasur. 
Where with all unto the hertes forrest he fleith : 
Leving his enterprise with payn and cry: 
And ther him hideth and not appereth. 
What may I do when my maister fereth ? 
But in the reid with him to lyve and dye ? 
For goode is the lit, ending faithfully. 
i doeth harbar] T. I harbor. 
 myn] A, T. my. iI8. spelling ale. to my. 
3 Into] a second final o added to MS. 
preseth] MS. spelling ale. to preaseth. 
4 therein campeth spreding] T. there camoeth displaying. 
5 me lerneth to] MS. corrected to tee lernz too. A. learns to love a,zd suffer. 
T. learns to love atd to suffer. 
6 willes] MS. spelling will, with upward curve after the final 1 ; in many cases 
in the MS. the curve after 1 has no signification. A. wills. T. willes. 
7 rayned] the scansion mark beneath tyned is a sign for slurring, and is of 
great importance, showing that Wyat regarded -ayn, -ain, as equivalent to two 
syllables, see Sonnet 6. 
8 taketh] MS. corrected to takis in similar hand ; but the -eth ending is so 
characteristic that the original is kept. A, T. $akes. 
9 Where with . . . fleith] T. IVherewith Cove to the ha'tes forest be fleeth. 
A. Ihear with all unto the hartes .... 
io payn] final e added in 
ix ther] final e added iu iIS. 
i do] final o added in 
I3 feld] final e added in 
to lyre and dye] MS. ale. to too lyre a,zd dy. 
4 lift] final e added iu 118., later hand. Wiat's spelling lyff or lift. 
Sonnets 2-5 are found in the same order in A. f. 38. 
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4 
as I never yet of your love greved, 
Nor never shall while that my lift: doeth last; 
But of hating myself that date is past, 
And teeres continuell sore have me weried. 4 
I will not yet in my grave be buried; 
Nor on my tombe, your name y fixed fast, 
As cruell cause that did the sperit son haste 
Ffrom thunhappy bonys, by great sighes stetted, s 
Then if an herr of amourous faith and will 
May content you, withoute doyng greitt:, 
Please it you so to this to doo releit I I 
Yf, othr wise, ye seke for to fulfill 
Your disdain : ye erre : and shall not as ye wene; 
And you yourself the cause thereof hath bene. i4 
(Signed " Wyat.") 

41terations in Spelling. 
 greyed] alt. to greeved, later hand. 
8 bonys] alt. to bones, later hand. 
xo, xx greiff, releifF] alt. to greefe, releefe. 
3, x4 wene, bene] air. to weene, beene. A. also has greeved, bones, greef, veene. 
Variantt in MSS. and T. 
x yet of your love] A. of your love yet. T. yet was I never oj yaur love agreved. 
4 have] T. hath. 
5 yet in] T. yet on. T 2. yet in. 
6 name yfixed fast] T. name ltave fixed fast. 
7 the sperit soon] MS. spelling ton. T. my srite sone. 
8 bonys] T. boones. 
9 amourous] first u crossed out later. 
o May content you withoute] T. content your inde withouten. 
 ye] T. you. 
x3 Your disdain : ye erre . . . ye wene] MS. spelling air. to weene (later hand). 
T. your wrath : you erre . . . you wene. 
x4 And you . . . bene] bene alt. to beene (later hand). 
16 
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22 

I abide and abide and better abide, 
And, after the olde proverbe, the happie dave 
And ever my ladye to me dothe saye, 
" Let me alone and I will provyde. 
I abide and abide and tarrye the tyde 
And with abiding spede well ye maye : 
Thus do I abide I wott allwaye, 
Nother obtayfiing nor yet denied. 
Aye me! this long abidyng 
Semithe to me as who sayethe 
A prolonging of a dieng dethe, 
Or a refusing of a desyred thing. 
Moche ware it bettre for to be playne, 
Then to saye abide and yet shall not obtayne. 

In the D. MS. only. 



SONNETS 

23 

D Yvers dothe use as I have hard and kno, 
When that to chaunge ther ladies do beginne, 
To mone and waile, and never for to lynne, 
Hoping therby to pease ther painefull woo. 4 
And some ther be, that when it chaunceth soo 
That women chaunge, and hate wher love hath bene, 
Thei call them fals, and think with wordes to wynne 
The hartes of them wich otherwhere doth goo. 8 
But as for me, though that by chaunse indede 
Change hath out-worne the favor that I had, 
I will not wayle, lament, nor yet be sad,  
Nor call her fals that falsley ded me fede; 
But let it passe and think it is of kinde, 
That often chaunge doeth plese a womans minde. 4 

In the D. MS. only. 
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25 

o rayle or iest ye know I use it not 
Tho that such cause somtyme in [olkes I finde : 
And tho to chaunge ye list to sett your minde, 
Love yt who liste, in faithe I like yt not. 
And if ye ware to me as ye are not, 
I wolde be lothe to se you so unkinde; 
But sins your faith muste nedes be so, be kinde, 
Though I hate it, I praye you love yt not. 
Thinges of grete waight I never thought to crave 
This is but small : of right denye it not : 
Your fayning wayis as yet forget them not, 
But like rewarde let other lovers have. 
That is to saye : for servis true and faste 
To long delaies and chaunging at the laste. 

In the D. [8. only. 

37 
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26 

nstable dreme, according to the place, 
Be stedfast ons : or els at leist be true : 
By tasted swetenes make me not to few 
The sudden losse of thy fals fayned grace. 
By goode respect, in such a daungerous case, 
Thou broughtes not her into this tossing mew; 
But madest my sprite lyve my care to renew, 
My body in tempest her succor to embrace. 
The body ded, the spryt had his desir 
Paynles was thorn: thothr in delight; 
Why then, alas, did it not kepe it right, 
Retorning to lepe into the fire ? 
And where it was at wysshe it could not remain, 
Such mockes of dremes they tome to dedly pain. 

a daungerous] A. omits a. 
this tossing mew] T. thest tossing seas. 
lyre my care to renew] T. to live my care tencrease. 
succor to embrace] T. delight tirnbrace. 
thothr] T. tlee other. 
retorning] T. but thus retun; reto,'aing has the force of four syllables in the 
txt. 
it could] T. could. 
they tome] T. do u'ne. 
Vote.--Tottel alters the rhyme of 11. 6-7 to avoid the word me,. 
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f waker care; if soclayne pale Coulor; 
If many sighes, with litle speche to plat'he, 
Now Joy, now woo if they my chere distayne, 
For hope of small, if touche to fete therfore ; 
To hast to slake my passe lesse or more, 
By signe of love, then do I love agayne. 
If thou ask whome; sure, sins 1 did refrayne 
Brunet, that set my welth in such a rore, 
Thunfayned chere of Phillis hath the place 
That Brunet had; she hath and ever shal. 
She from my self now hath me in her grace 
She hath in hand my witt, my will, my all : 
My hert alone wel worthie she doeth staye, 
Without whose helpe, skant do I live a daye. 

(Signed "Tho.") 

5 To hast to slake] T. to/taste o" slack. 
my passe lesse] T. my pace to lesse. 
8 Brunet, that set my welsh . . . rote] alt. by Wiat from original I.r tIat 
did set our country i a ro'e. 
2 my all] T, A. and all. 
o. 28 is the last Sonnet in the Egerton MS. 
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EPIGRAMS 

14 

D esite alas, my master and my foo 
So sore altetd thi selff how mayst thou se ? 
Some tyme I sought that dtyvis me to and 
Some tyme thow ledst that ledyth the and me. 4 
What reson is to rewle thy subiectes so ? 
By forcyd law and mutabilite ? 
For where by the I dowtyd to have blame, 
Evyn now by hate agayne I dowt the same. 
(Signed, interlaced initials, "T. V.") 
Written and corrected in Wiat's handwriting. Shortened MS. signs are written 
in full in this text. 
i master] This word is represented by a curious sign in the D. MS. 
3 Some tyme I sought . . . fro] first reading : IVhome I did seke ow chasith 
me to al fi'o. 
4 Some tyme . . . me] first reading: |Vhom thou didst reule ,rmz 'eaclyth the 
and me. 
5 What resort . . . sol first reading : Tyrant it is to rewle thy subjectes so. 
The version in D. differs considerably ; it is given entire-- 
Cruell desire my master and my foo, 
Thy self so chaingid, for shame how maist thou see. 
Whom I have sought dothe chase me t,, and froo : 
Whon thou didst rule hOWe rulith the and me : 
What right is to rule thy subjectes soo ? 
And to be ruled by mutability ? 
Lo wherebye the I doubted to have blame, 
Even now bye dred againe I doubt the same. 
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16 
n dowtfull brest, whilst moderly pitie, 
With furyous famyn stondyth at debate 
Sayth thebrew moder : "'O child unhappye 
" Retorne thi blowd where thou hadst milk of late; 
"' Yeld me those lyres that I made unto thee, 
"' And entre there where thou weft generat; 
" For of on body agaynst all nature, 
" To a nothr must I make sepulture. 
(Signed, interlaced initials, "T. V.") 
Written in Wiat's handwriting. 
x whilst] T. whiles. 
3 Sayth thebrew moder] T. the mother sayth. 
6 wert] T. were. 
8 To a nothr] T. to a other. 
must] IIS. I must, with I crossed out. 

17 
ff Cartage he, that worthie warier 
Could overcome, but cowld not use his chaunce ; 
And I, like wise off all my long endever, 
The sherpe conquest, tho fortune did avaunce, 
Could not it use : the hold that is gyvin over 
I unpossest : so hangith in balaunce 
Off wart my pees, reward of all my payne; 
At Mountzon thus I restles rest in Spayne. 
(Signed, interlaced initials, "T. V.") 
In Wiat's handwriting. 
i Off Cartage] T. of Carthage. 
5 Could not it use] T. ze could it use. 
gyvin] T. given. 
At Mountzon thus] first reading At Mountxot lo, Wiat's correction. 
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l lede a lift unpleasant, nothing glad : 
Crye and complaynt offerre voydes Joyfulnesse : 
So chaungethe unrest that nought shall fade : 
Payne and dyspyse hathe altered plesantnes ; 
Ago, long synnys that she hathe truly made 
Disdayne for trowght, sett lyght yn stedfastnes, 
I have cause goode to syng this song : 
Playne or reioyse, who felythe wele or wrong. 
(Signed "Tho.") 
2 voydes] ]lS. oyde, with s added in same ink as the signature "Tho." 
This 10oem is found only in the E. MS. 

4 

8 

19 
rom thes hye hilles as when a spryng doth fall. 
It tryllyth downe with still and suttyll corse : 
Off this and that it gaders ay, and shall, 
lyll it have just off flowd the streme, and forse, 
Then at the rote it ragith over all; 
So faryth love when he hath tan a sorse; 
His rayne is rage, resistans valyth none; 
The first estew is remedy alone. 
(Sigued, interlaced initials, "T. V.") 
Written and revised in Wiat's hand. 
2 still] first reading small. 
3 it gaders ay] first reading and gad (alt. to it gaders) still. 
4 off flowd the strerne] T. docnflowed to streave. 
7 His rayne . . . none] T. Rage is his raine, Resistance ayleth 
7-8 first readig of IIS. : H/s rayne is rage then botyth no deny 
The fi'st estew is only 'emedy. 
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he fructe of all the servise that I serve 
Dispaire doeth repe, such haples hap have I; 
But tho he have no powre to make me swarve, 
Yet by the fire for colde 1 fele I dye : 
In paradis for hunger still I sterve : 
And in the flowde for thurste to deth I drye; 
So Tantalus ane 1 and yn worse payne, 
Amyds my helpe, and helples doth remayne. 
(Monogram signature "T. V.") 

In the D. IS. only, fol. 72a. 

25 

ithin my brest I never thought it gain 
Of gentle mynde the fredom for to lose; 
Nor in my hart sanck never such disdain 
To be a forger, faultes for to disclose; 
Nor I can not endure the truth to glose : 
To set a glosse upon an earnest pain : 
Nor I am not in nomber one of those, 
That list to blow retrete to every train. 

8 

In Tottel only. 
 mynde] leading of 1st ed., Bedleian, Oxft,rd ; 2nd ed. (July 1557) and later 
tyades. 
4 faultes] 1st ed. fautlesse 2rid ed. 
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26 

or shamefast harm of great and hatefull nede : 
In depe despayre, as did a wretch go, 
With ready corde, out of his life to spede : 
His stumbling foote did finde an hoorde, 1o, 4 
Of golde I say : where he preparde this dede; 
And in eschange, he left the corde, tho 
He that had hidde the golde, and founde it not, 
Of that he founde, he shapte his neck a knot. s 

In Tottel only. 

M 

27 

y love ys lyke unto theternall fyre: 
And 1 as those whyche therin do remayn : 
Whose grevous payne ys but theyre gret desyre, 
To se the syght whyche they may not attayn. 
So in helles heate my self I fele to be, 
That am restraynd, by gret extremyte, 
The syght of her whyche ys so dere to me. 
O puissant love and power of gret avayle 
By whome hell may be fellt or dethe assayle. 

From the D. MS. f. 53a. 

4 
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28 
n court to serve decked with freshe aray, 
Of sugred meates felyng the swete repast; 
The life in bankets and sundry kindes of play, 
Amid the presse of lordly lokes to waste, 
Hath with it ioynde oft times such bitter taste, 
That who so ioyes such kinde of life to holde, 
In prison ioyes fettred with cheines of gold. 
From Tottel. 

29 
A face that shuld content me wonders well, 
Shuld not be faire but lovelie to behold" 
With gladsome cheare all grief for to expell " 
With sober lookes so wold I that it should 
Speake without wordes, such wordes as non can tell 
The tresse also shuld be of crysped gold- 
With witt : and thus might chaunce I might be tyde 
And knyt agayne the knott that should not slide. 
From the P. MS., fol. 32b ; in Tottel also. 
 wonders] T. onderous. 
3 With gladsome cheare] T. of lively Ioke. 
expell] T. epell. 
4 With sober lookes] T. With right good grace. 
5 wordes] T. ord. 
7 and thus might chaunce] T. and these 2erchance. 
8 the knott] T. with knot. 
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M 

4 
LovE's ARRAIGNMENF * 
(1) 
yne olde dere ea'my, my froward master, 
Afore that Quene, I caused to be acited; 
Whiche holdeth the divine parte of nature : 
That lyke as goolde, in lyre he mought be tryed. 
Changed with dolour, theare I me presented 
With horrible feare, as one that greatlye dreadth 
A wrongfull death, and justice alwaye seekethe. 

('2.) 
And thus I sayde : '" once my lefte foote Madame, 
When I was yonge I sett within his reigne; 
Whearbye other than fierlye burninge flame, 
I never felt but many a greevous payne: 
Tourment I sufl:red, angre, and disdayne, 12 
That myne oppressed patience was past, 
And I myne owne life hated at the last. 14 
(3) 
Thus hytherto have I my time passed 
In payne and smarte. What wayes proffitable : 
How many pleasant dayes have me escaped; 
In serving this false lyer so deceavable ? 
What witt have wordes so pressed and [orceable, 9 
That may contayne my great myshappynesse, 
And iust complayntes of his ungentlenesse ? :,1 
l'he first three st;nzas missing from the MS. owing to a lost leaf ; it ha. t!tel'ofore 
beea aecessary to follow the A. version, which is aot depend.ble. 
nature] T. our nature. 
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() 
In hindering thou diddest fourther, 
And made a gap where was a stile: 
Cruell willes ben oft put under: 
Wenyng to lowre thou diddist smyle. 
Lorde ! how thy self thou diddist begile, 
That in thy cares wouldest me have lapped! 
But spite of thy hap, hap hath well happed! 

19 

2I 

(Signed "Tho.") 

5 In hindering . . . fourther] T. 1 hindering e, me didst thou fuyther. 
8 thou diddist smyle] T. then didst thou smile. 
o lapped] T. zra2t. 
x A third hap written and crossed out ; scribal error. 
thy] T 2. omits. 
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9 
adame withouten many wordes 
Ons, I am sure, ye will or no: 
And if ye will, then leve your Bordes 
And use your wit, and shew it so : 
And with a Beck ye shall me call; 
And if of oon that burneth alwaye 
Ye have any pitie at all, 
Aunswer him faire with ye or nay. 
If it be ye, I shalBe fayne : 
If it be nay, frendes as Before; 
Ye shall an othr man obtain 
And I myn owne and youres no more. 

8 

 ye] T. you. 
3 ye] T. you. 
5 And] T.for. 
ye] T. you. 
6 burneth] T. 
7 any pitie] T. pty or ruth. 
8 ye or nay] MS. has a sign for ye. So also following line be 
x x Ye] T. you. 
Ielow this douzaine, in the ]IS. is the "Aunswer," in a different, and later, hand. 
There is no authority for llacing it in the text as Wiat's, I have therefore inserted 
it here. 
Of few wourdes sr you seine to be, 
And whet i doutyd what i woulde doo, 
Your quik request bathe causyd ]ne, 
Quikly to tell you wiiat you shawl trust tt, o; 4 
For he that wyl be cawlyd wythe a bek, 
Makes haste sure on lyght desier ; 
Is ever redi to th chek, 
And burnythe in no wastynge fyer. 
Therfor whyther you be lywe or lothe ; 
And whyther it grive you lyght or soer, 
I am at a looynt I have made a othe 
Content you wythe nay, for you get no moet. 
The spelling betrays it as neither Wiat's nor that of his scribes. It is generally 
ascribed to a lady. 
9 lywe] lief. 
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() 
S uche happe as Iame happed in, 
Had never man of trueth I wene; 
At me fortune list to begyn, 
To shew that never hath ben sene, 
A new kynde of unhappenes; 
Not I cannot the thing I mene 
Myself expres. 

(-2) 
Myself expresse my dedely pain 
That can I well, if that myght serve; 
But when I have not helpe again 
That knowe I not, unles I starve; 
For honger still a myddes my foode 
Is so graunted that I deserve 
To do me good. 

I2 

I4 

(3) 
To do me good what may prevaill, 
For I deserve and not desir, 
And still of cold I me bewaill 
And raked ame in burnyng fyer; 
For tho I have, suche is my lott,-- 
In hand to helpe that I require, 
It helpeth not. 
3 This lie is almost obscured by m,thematic writbg. 
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12 
(1) 
here was never nothing mote me payned, 
Not nothing mote me moved, 
As when my swetehett her complayned, 
That ever she me loved. 
Alas the while! 

('2_) 
With pituous loke she saide, and sighed : 
" Alas what aileth me, 
"' To love and set my welth so light 
"' On hym that loveth not me." 
Alas the while! 

"' Was I not well voyde of all pain 
'" When that nothing me gteved ? 
"' And nowe with sorrows I must complain, 
" And cannot be televed. 
Alas the while! 

"' My restfull nyghtes and ioyfull daies, 
"" Syns I began to love, 
"" Be take from me; all thing decayes 
" Yet can I not remove." 
Alas the while! 
Found only in E. 
 r sorrows] M S. spelling som'ovs (scribal error ?). 
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(1) 
atience, tho I have not 
The thing that 1 require, 
l must of force, God wot, 
Forbere my moost desire; 
For no ways can I fynde 
To saile againste the wynde. 

(2) 
Patience, do what they will 
To worke me woo or spite; 
l shall content me still 
To thyncke boeth day and nyte; 
To thyncke and hold my peace, 
Syne there is no redresse. 

(8) 
Patience, withouten blame, 
For I offended nought; 

The A. )iS. includes this poem. 
Variants. 
5 can 1 fynde] dt. from not lfynde. A, D. can Ijyudt. 
13 withouten] A. without. 
The D. tS. differs considerably. 
 require] D. desyryd. 
4 my moost desire] D. that ] reuinjd. 
7 the/will] D. she wgll. 
lo boeth day and nyte] D. that os I 
0 
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I knowe they knowe the same, 
Though they have chaunged their thought. 
Was ever thought so moved 
To hate that it haith loved ? 

(4) 
Patience of all my harme 
For fortune is my foo; 
Patience must be the charme 
To hele me of my woo 
Patience withoute offence 
Is a painfull patience. 

(Signed "Tho.") 

x5 I knowe they knowe] D. Ikno she knows. 
x6 they . . . their] D. sloe . . . her. 
a8 -To hate that] D.-to hte vhere. 
22 To hele] D. to ease. 
This poem is marked as a favourite by Margaret Howr,1, D. fol. 13a. 
end of the poem is the inscription "fynys qd W. att.' 

22 

At the 
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(1) 
e know my herte my ladye dere, 
That sins the tyme I was your thrall, 
I have bene yours both hole and clere, 
The my rewarde hath bene but small : 
So am I yet and more than all. 
And ye kno well how l have served. 
As y{ ye prove, it shall apere 
Howe well how longe 
How {aithe{ulye : 
And soffred wrong 
How patientlye ! 
Then sins that l have never swervid 
Let not my paines be ondeservid. 

5 

II 

|3 

(9.) 
Ye know also though ye saye naye 
That you alone are my desire; 
And you alone it is that maye 
Asswage my {ervent flaming fire; 
Succour me then I you require. s 
Ye know it were a just request, 
Sins ye do cause my heat I say. 2o 
I{ that I bourne 
That ye will warme, 
lIissing page or pages occur here in the 118. ; therefore St. 1 and 2 taken from D. 
The E. MS. is followed for the text front I. 4 to the end. 
x2 swervid] MS. spelling, swarfde, swervid is made to conform to the spelling 
ondeservid, 1. 13. 
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(6) 
For in myschief, 
I suffer greif, 
For of relief, 
Syns I have none, ,i4 
My lute and I 
Continually, 
Shall us apply 
To sigh and mone. 48 
(Signed "The.") 

St. 6. Written in full in D./IS. The first line only in E. IS. 
4x For] D..Thus 
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18 
(1) 
M arvaill no more all tho 
The songes I sing do mone, 
For other lift then wo 
I never proved none. 
(2) 
And in my heft also 
Is graven with lettres diepe : 
A thousand sighes and mo 
A flod of teres to wepe. 
(3) 
How may a man in smart 
Fynde matter to reioyse ? 
How may a morning herr 
Set forth a pleasaunt voise ? 
(4) 
Play who that can that part : 
Nedes must in me appere 
How fortune, overthwart, 
Doeth cause my morning chere. 
(5) 
Perdy there is no man 
If he never sawe sight, 
That perfaictly tell can 
The nature of the light. 
6 lettres] abbrer, in the MS. ires. 
I3 that can] D. caa. 
i8 never sawe] T. saute never. 
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ho I cannot your crueltie constrain, 
For my good will to favor me again, 
Tho my true and faithfull love, 3 
Have no power your herr to move, 
Yet rew upon my pain ! 5 
(9,) 
Tho 1 your thrall must evermore remain 
And for your sake my libertie restrain, 
The greatest grace that I do crave 8 
Is that ye would vouchesave, 
To rew upon my pain! 
(3) 
Tho 1 have not deserved to obtain 
So high Reward, but this, to serve in vain 
Tho I shall have no redresse, 
Yet of right ye can no lesse 
But rew upon my pain! 
But 1 se well that your high disdain 
Wull no wise graunt that I shall more attain; 
Yet ye must graunt at the lest 
This my powre and small request, 
Rejoyse not at my pain ! 2o 
(Signed "Tho.") 
Thil poem is corrected in Wiat's handwriting. 
9 vouchesave] D. zytsave. 
6 But] alt. by Wiat from ffor. 
8 lest] Printed editions read last. The meaning is clearly lest, as in text 
A. omits ll. x8-2o. 
2o Rejoyse not at] alt. in Wiat's hand from to few upon. D. to rewe aport my payne. 
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22 

(1) 
o wisshe and want and not obtain 
To seke and sew ese of my pain, 
Syns all that ever I do is vain, 
What may it availl me ! 

(2) 
All tho I stryve boeth day and howre 
Against the streme of all my powre, 
If fortune list yet for to lowre, 
What may it availl me! 

6 

(8) 
If willingly I suffre woo, 
If from the lyre me list not goo, 
If then I burn to plaine me so, 
What may it availl me ! 

(4) 
And if the harme that I suffre 
Be run too farr oute of mesur, 
To seke for helpe any further, 2 
What may it availl me! 
A. contains a fragmen beginning at 1. 9 of the 1,oem. 
 ese] MS. spelling esse. 
4 day and howre] D. day and nyght, day omitted in BIS. and de.y inserted in 
another hand. 
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23 

(1) 
y hope, Alas, hath me abused 
And vain reioysing hath me fed; 
Lust and ioye have me refused, 
And carefull plaint is in their stede; 
To muche avauncing slaked my spede; 
Myrth hath caused my hevines, 
And I remain all comfortles. 

(2) 
Whereto did I assure my thought 
Withoute displeasure stedfastly, 
In fortunes forge my Joye was wrought 
And is revolted redely, 
Iame mystaken wonderly; 
For I, tho nought but faithfulnes, 
Yet I remain all comfortless. 

() 
In gladsome chere I did delite 
Till that delite did cause my smert ; 
And all was wrong where I thought right, 
For right it was, that my true heft 
Should not from trouth be set apart, 
Syns trouth did cause me hardines 
Yet I remain all comfortles. 

i2 wondedy] D. vonderusly. 
13 tho nought] A. thought nought. 
I9 trouth] A. trothe, so also 1. 
2o me] A. 
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(4) 
Sometime delight did tune my song, 
And led my heft full plesauntly, 
And to my self I saide among, 
My happ is comyng hastely, 
But it hath happed contrary : 
Assuraunce causeth my distres, 
And I remain all comfortles. 

26 

28 

(5) 
Than if my note now do vary, 
And leve his wonted plesauntnes, 
The hevy burden that I cary, 
Hath alterd all my Joyefulnes; 
No pleasure hath still stedfastnes, 
But hast hath hurt my happines, 
And I remain all comfortles. 

led] A. lead. 
do] A. doth. 

(No signature.) 
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(4) 
Thus doeth my torment goo 
In dedly dred, 
Alas, who myght lyve so 
Alyve as dede, 
Alyve to lede 
A dedly lyff in woo. 

9 my torment goo] D. m/to'me[ groo. 
22 dede] IIS. spelling de. D. deede. 

(Signed "Tho.") 
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(5) 
My moost desire my hand may teche 
My will is alwaye at my hand; 
Me nede not long for to be seche 
Her that hath power me to command. 

(6) 
What erthely thing more can I crave ? 
What would I wisshe more at my will ? 
No thing on erth more would I have, 
Save that I have, to have it still. 

Ffot fortune hath kept her promes, 
In graunting me my moost desir; 
Of my suteraunce I have redres. 
And I content me with my hiere. 2s 
(Signed "Tho.") 
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26 

(i) 
y Lute awake! pedourme the last 
Labor that thou and I shall wast, 
And end that I have now begon; 
For when this song is song and past. 
My lute be still, for 1 have done. 
(2) 
As to be herd where ere is none, 
As lede to grave in marhill stone, 
My song may perse her heft as sone; 
Should we then sigh or sing or mone ? 
No! no! my lute, for I have done. 
(3) 
The Rokkes do not so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continuelly 
As she my suyte and affection; 
So that | ame past remedy, 
Whereby my lute and 1 have done. 
(4) 
Prowd of the spoyll that thou hast gott 
Of simple hertes, thorough loves shot; 
By whome, unkynd, thou hast theim wone, 
Thinck not he hath his bow forgot, 
All tho my lute and I have done. 
x the last] D. the last labor (scribal error). 
8 as] alt. from so by scribe. 
x Rokkes do] D. Rokk doth. 
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27 

() 
f chaunce assynd, 
Were to my mynde 
By very kynd 
Of destyne ; 
Yet would I crave 
Nought els to have 
But lit and libertie. 

(2) 
Then were I sure 
l myght endure, 
The displeasure 
Of crueltie ; 
Where now I plain 
Alas in vain 
Lacking my lit for libertie. 

() 
Ffor withoute thone 
Thothr is gone, 
And there can none 
It remedy ; 
If thone be past 
Thothr doeth wast 
And all for lack of libertie. 

9 thone] D. ton. 
o thothr] D. tothr. 
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.(4) 
And so 1 dryve 
As yet alyve, 
All tho 1 stryve 
With myserie ; 
Drawing my breth, 
Lowking for deth, 
And losse of lift  for libertie. 

26 

(5) 
But thou that still 
Maist at thy will 
Torn all this ill 
Adversitie ; 
For the repare 
Of my welfare 
Graunt me but lift and libertie. 

33 

35 

(6) 
And if not so, 
Then let all goo, 
To wretched woo, 
And let me dye; 
For thone or thothr 
There is none othr 
My deth, or lift  with libertie. 
(Signed "Tho.") 
33 the] 1I8. ye. 
40 thone or thothr] D. ton or othr. 

4o 
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28 
(1) 
I have sought long with stedfastnes 
To have had som ease of my great smert, 
But nought availleth [aithfulnes 
To grave within your stony heft. 
(9) 
But happe and hit or els hit not, 
As uncertain as is the wynde ; 
Right so it [areth by the shott 
Of love alas that is so blynd. 
Therefore I plaid the [oole in vain, 
With pitie, when I first began 
Your cruell heft for to constrain, 
Syns love regardeth no doulfull man. 
(4) 
But of your goodenes, all your mynde 
Is that I should complain in vain; 
This is the favor that, I fynde, 
Ye list to here how I can plain. 
() 
But tho I plain to please your heft, 
Trust me, I trust to temper it so 
Not for to care which do revert; 
All shalbe oon in welth or woo. 
t5 is] inserted in ]S. same hand. 
I7 please] D. eese. 
19 do rever] D. side rtvet.te. 
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Ffor [ansy tueleth, tho tight say nay 
Even as the goodeman kyst his kowe 
None othr reason can ye lay 
But as who saieth 1 teke not how. 

rueleth] D. tlis. 
None othr] D. k,'o nothr. 

4 
(Signed "Tho.") 
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(5) 
My faith with me after my deth 
Byrred shalbe, and to this note 
I do bequeth my verye breth 
To cry, "" I dyede, and you regarde it not." 2o 
(Signed "Tho." in E.) 
2ol line faulty. I dye al$. to To cry. 
Signed in D. with the interlaced letters "T V. ' 
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I 

30 

(1) 
n eternum I was ons determined, 
For to have lovid and my minde affermed, 
That with my herte it shuld be confermed, 
In eternum. 

3 

(2) 
Forthwith I founde the thing that I might like, 
And sought with love to warme her heft alike, 
For as me thought I shulde not se the like, 
In etemum. 

6 

(3) 
To trace this daunse I put my self in prese, 
Vayne hope did lede, and bad I shuld not cese 
To serve, to suler, and still to hold my pease, 
In eternum. 

(4) 
With this first rule I fordred me a pase, 
That as me thought, my trouthe had taken place 
With full assurans to stand in her grace, 
In eternum. 
The latter part only of every line is visible in the MS. owing to the torn leaf. 
The spelling of the D. MS. is followed for the first part of each line. 
x trouthe] D. MS. spelling trowghtlte. 
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(5) 
It was not long er I by proofe had found 
That feble bilding is on feble grounde; 
For in her herte this worde ded never sownde, 
In eternum. 
(o) 
In eternum then from my herte I kest 
That I had first determined for the best; 
Nowe in the place anothr thought dothe rest, 
In eternum. 

The D. lIS. has the interlaced letters "T V" at the end of the poem. The 
signature is torn away in E. 
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31 

() 
Yns yc dclitc to knowe, 
That my torment and woo 
Should still encrese 
Withoute relese, 
I shall enforce me so, 
That lit and all shall goo, 
For to content your cruelnes. 

(2) 
And so this grevous trayne 
That I so long sustayn, 
Shall sometime cese, 
And have redresse, 
And you also remain 
Full pleased with my pain, 
For to content your cruelnes. 

(3) 
Onles that be to light, 
And that ye would ye myght 
Se the distresse 
And hevines 
Of oon slain owte right, 
Therewith to please your sight, 
And to content your cruelnes. 
9 oon slain] D. on sajne. 
lO,7 
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Then in your cruell mode, 
Would God fourthwith ye woode, 
With force expresse, 
My herr oppresse, 
To do your herr suche good, 
To se me bathe in blode, 
For to content your cruelnes. 

a6 

aS 

(5) 
Then cowld ye aske no more, 
Then should ye ease my sore, 
And the excesse 
Of myn excesse ; 
And you should evermore 
Defamed be, therefore, 
For to repent your cruelnes. 
(Signed "Tho.") 
2 To se me] D. omits 
35 For] D. repeats 

33 

35 
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32 

H evyn and erth and all that here me plain, 
Do well perceve what care doeth cause me cry, 
Save you alone, to whome I cry in vain, 
Mercy ! madame alas, 1 dy ! I dy ! 

(2) 
If that you slepe, I humbly you require 
Forbere, a while, and let your rigor slake; 
Syns that by you I burn thus in this fyer, 
To here my plaint, dere heft, awake ! awake 

(3) 
Syns that so o[te ye have made me to wake 
In plaint and teres, and in right pitious case, 
Displease you not i[ [orce do now me make 
To breke your slepe crieng alas ! alas ! 

(4) 
It is the last trouble that you shall have 
Of me, madame, to here my last complaint; 
Pitie at lest your poure unhappy slave 
For in dispere alas 1 [aint ! 1 [aint ! 

(5) 
It is not now but long and long ago, 
I have you served as to my powre and myght, 
As [aith[ully as any man might do, 
Clayming of you nothing o[ right, of right. 
void. I lP,9 K 
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(6) 
Save of your grace only to save my lit 
That fleith as fast as clowd afore the wynde 
For sins that first I entred in this stryff 
An inward deth hath fret my mynde, my mynd. 
(7) 
If I had suffred this to you, unware, 
Myn were the fawte and you nothing to blame 
But syns you know my woo and all my care 
Why do I dy alas for shame, for shame. 
(s) 
I know right well my face, my lowke, my teres, 
Myn lyes, my Wordes, and eke my drery chiere, 
Have cryd my deth full oft into your eres, 
Herd of belefe it doeth appere, appere. 
(9) 
A better prouff I se that ye would have 
How I ame dede; therefore when ye here tell 
Beleve it not, all tho ye se my grave 
Cruell; unkynd ! I say farewell ! farewell ! 36 
(Signed " Tho.':) 
The last three stanzas are in the D. llS., fol. lla. The first six stanzas are 
found in no other 
30 my drery chiere] D. ny deft cl.ere. 
The D. ltS. has the inscriltion "ffynys qa Wyatt." 
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(6) 
Then in her sight, to move her heft, 
Seke on thyself thyself to wreke, 
That she may knowe thou sufferdst smert, 
Sigh there thy last: and therewith breke. 

(Signed "Tho.") 
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34 

(1) 
o cause accord or to aggre 
Two contraries in oon degre, 
And in oon poynct, as semeth me, 
To all marts wit it cannot Le 
It is impossible I 

() 
O[ hete and cold when I complain, 
And say that hete doeth cause my pain, 
And cold doeth shake me every vain, 
And boeth at ons, I say again 
It is impossible! 

(8) 
That man that hath his heft away, 
If lyt lyveth there as men do say 
That he, hertles, should last on day 
Alyve, and not to torn to clay. 
It is impossible! 

(4) 
Twixt lyt and deth, say what who sayth, 
Ther lyveth no lyt that draweth breth, 
They joyne so nere: and eke i faith 
To seke for lit by wissh of deth 
It is impossible! 
xo lyveth] D. lyre. 
xx That he hertles] D. that herteles. 
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]6 

Blame by honor, and honor to desire. 
But how may I this honor now attayne. 
That cannot dy the color blake a lyer ? 
My Poynz, I cannot frame me tune to fayne, 
To cloke the trothe for praise withoute desart, 
Of them that lyst all vice for to retayne. 
I cannot honour them that settes their part 
With Venus and Baccus all theire ly long; 
Nor hold my pece of them al tho I smart. 
| cannot crowche nor knelle to do so grete a wrong, 
To worship them, lyke Gode on erthe alone, 
That ar as wolles thes sely lambes among. 
I cannot with wordes complayne and mone, 
Nor suer nought; nor smart withoute complaint; 
Nor torn the word that from my mouth is gone : 
I cannot speke and loke lyke a saint; 
Use wiles for witt, or make deceyt a pleasure; 
And call craft counceill, for proet styli to paint. 
x 7 this honor now attayne] P, A. now thi honour attayne. 
x-xg] Omitted in P, A. 
x9 me tune] T . my tune. 
2 vice] T 1. nice. T2. vice. 
22 settes] T. et. 
24 altho] P, A. Though that. 
25 to do so grete a wrong] T. to uch a wrong. 
28-3o] omitted in D. 
29-3x ] omitted in P, A. Complete in the Corpus Christi 18., Cambridge, and in T. 
28 wordes] T. my worded. 
29 Nor suffor] T. and ttfftr. 
3x D. MS. resumed. 
a saint] D. IIS. spelling aytt. T. as a aint. 
32 or] A, T. and. 
33 And . . . paint] T. call craft counsaile, for lucre still to paint, counceill is 
th pelling of E., 1. 52. The peculiar spelling of D. is avoided, and the normal 
spelling of E. adopted, II. -52, in order to keep this text unift,rm. 
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I cannot wrest the law to fill the coffer s4 
With innocent blode to fede my sellff fat; 
And doo most hurt where most help I offer. 
I am not he that can alow the state 37 
Of high Cesar, and dam Cato to dye, 
That with his deth dyd skape oute of the gate 
From Cesares handes {if Lyve do not lye), 4o 
And would not lyve when lyberty was lost; 
So did his heft the common wele aplye. 
I am not he suche eloquence to boste 43 
To make the crow singing as the swan; 
Nor call the Lyon of cowardes bestes the moste 
That cannot take a mous as the cat can; 46 
And he that dythe for hunger of the gold 
Call him Alessaun&e ; and say that Pan 
Passeth Apollo in musicke manyfold; 49 
Praise Syr Thopias for a nobyll tale, 
And skorne the story that the knyght told; 

36 most hurt where most help I offer] P. most hurt zhere my selfe 1 offer. 
A. myself hurt chereare my self 1 offer. T. where that most help I offer. 
38 Of high Cesar] P,/, T. of highe Cesar. I have adopted high in the place 
of him, D. I8. 
39 his deth] MS. spelling is for his, and also in 1. 42, is heft. 
4o do] T. doth. 
4x would . . . when] P, A. will. T. zold . . . zhen. P, A. zheane. 
4 wele] T. zealth. 
43 suche] MS. spelling shuche. 
44 singing] T. in singig. 
45 lyon] MS. spelling lyond. 
cowardes] T. coward. P. nor call th lion coward of beastes the most. 
48 Alessaundre] P, A, T. Alexander. 
5o Thopias] A, T. Topas. 
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And hens from me she dwelleth not a myle, 
In cold and storme she lieth warme and dry, 
In bed of downe; the dyrt doeth not defile 

J9 

Her tender rote; she laboureth not as I; 
Richely she fedeth, and at the richemans cost, 
And for her meet she nydes not crave nor cry. 

22 

By se, by land, of the delicates the moost 
Her Cater sekes, and spareth for no perell; 
She fedeth on boyled, bacon meet, and roost, 

And hath therof neither charge nor travaill. 
And when she list, the licor of the grape 
Doeth glad her heft: till that her belly swell. 

And at this jorney she maketh but a jape : 
So fourth she goeth, trusting of all this welth, 
With her syster her part so for to shape, 

3! 

That if she myght kepe herself in helth 
To lyve a Lady, while her lift doeth last. 
And to the dote now is she com by stelth, 

34 

22 laboureth] A, T. labours. 
23 fedeth] A, T. redes. 
24 nydes] A. neede. 
25 the delicatesl A, T. omit the. 
27 bacon] MS. spelling might either be e or o, sense requires bacen. Old form 
of strong verb now become weak. 
27 She . . . roost] A, T. she redes o (boyle T., boylde A.) "meat, bake meat and 
28 And hath . . . travaill] A, T. Atd hath therJore no whir of (chardge A., 
charge T.) nor tracayle (travell T.). 
3r she maketh] A, T. ma'cs she. 
34 kepe] A, T. there 
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In a rownde hed with sherp erys. 

And with her foote anon she scrapeth full fast. s7 
Thothr for fete durst not well scarse appere, 
Of every noyse so was the wretche agast. 
At last she asked softly who was there. 4o 
And in her langage, as well as she cowd, 
"' Pepe," quod the othr, "' syster, Iame here." 
'" Peace," quod the townysshe mowse, " why spekest 
thou so lowde ? " 4s 
And by the hand she toke her layer and well, 
" Welcom," quod she, '" my syster, by the Roode." 
She rested her that Joy it was to tell 46 
The faer they had : they drancke the wyne so clere : 
And as to pourpose, now and then it fell, 
She chered her with " "' How syster, what chiere " 49 
Amyddes this Joye befell a sorry chaunce, 
That well awaye ! the straunger bought full dere 
The fare she had; for as she loke a scaunce, s2 
Under a stole she spied two stemyng * Ise 
In Fraunce 

37 scrapeth] ,, T. scrapes. 
38 scarse] A. omits. 
4 cowd] eowld with ! crossed out (same ink). 
43 townysshe] A. T. towne. 
spekest ] A. 
45 by the Roode] my with by overwritten in hiS. same hand. 
45 it was] A. omits it. 
52 loke] A, T. 
a] MS. az with s crossed out by scribe. 
53 stole] A stoole, T, stole. 
spied] A. espyed. 
* Stemying = shining. 
143 



THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 
Was never mowse so ferd, for the [unwyse] 55 
Had not ysene such a beest before, 
Yet had nature taught her after her gyse 
To knowe her floe, and dred him evermore. 58 
The towney mowse fled, she knewe whether to gee; 
Thothr had no shift, but wonders sore 
Fferd of her lift, at home she wyshed her the, 6 
And to the Dote alas, as she did skipp, 
Thevyn it would 1o! and eke her chaunce was so, 
At the threshold her sely fete did tripp, 64 
And ere she myght recover it again, 
The traytor Catt had caught her by the hipp; 
And made her there against her will remain, 67 
That had forgotten her poure suretie, and rest, 
For semyng welth wherin she thought to rayne. 
Alas! my Poynz, how men do seke the best 70 
And fynde the wourst, by error as they stray; 
And no marvaill ; when sight is so opprest, 
And blynde the gyde; anon, owte of the way 73 
Goeth gyde and all, in seking quyete lift. 
O wretched myndes! there is no gold that may 
55 for the] the line in the lS. is incomplete. A, T. amendfo, the unt.ie. 
56 ysene] IIS. lsene. 
59 towney] A, T. tove. 
60 Thothr] A, T. The other. 
63 Thevyn] A s T. The heaven. 
65 recover it] it recover, alt. by scribe as in text. 
68 forgotten her poure suretie] A, T. forgot her pow'e, s,'etie. 
69 $emyng] A. seeing. 
7x wourst] A. corse. 
73 blynde] A, T. blitdes. 
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Gtaunt that ye seke; no watt, no peace, no sttyt. 
No, no, all tho thy hed were howpt with golde, 
Setgeaunt with mace, hawbett, sword, not knytL 

76 

Cannot repulse the care that folowe should. 
Eche kynd of lyt hath with hym his disease. 
Lyve in delight evyn as thy lust would. 

79 

And thou shalt fynde, when lust doeth moost the please, 
It itketh sttaite, and by it self doeth fade : 
A small thing it is that may thy mynde apese. 

Non of ye all there is, that is so madde 
To seke grapes upon brambles ot bteets; 
Not none I ttow that hath his wit so badd 

To set his hay* for Conys over Ryvets; 
Ne ye se not a dtagg net for an hate; 
And yet the thing that moost is your desire 

88 

Ye do mysseke with mote ttavaill and care. 
Make playn thyn hett, that it be not knotted 
With hope ot dted; and se thy will be bate 

91 

76 ye] A, T. you. 
77 thy bed were howpt] A. thie heox[ ceare hoope ofgolde. 
78 hawbert] A, T. insert oith before hawbert. 
79 Cannot repulse] A. that can repulse. 
8x delight] A. deligntes. 2nd ed. T. delits. 
82 doeth moost the please] A. the wst doth please. 
84 it is] A, T. is it. 
85 ye] A, T. you. 
86 To seke . . . breers] A, T. To seke for grapes on brambles or on briars. 
87 Nor... his wit]A.Yor.., a wit. T. For none.., his witte. 
* hay = net. 
89 Ne ye se] A, T. nor ye set. 
9x Ye do mysseke] A. You do myslyke. T. You. 
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From all affectes, whome Vice hath ever spotted. 
Thy self content with that is the assigned, 
And use it well that is to the allotted. 

94 

Then seke no more owte of thy self to fynde 
The thing that thou haist sought so long before; 
For thou shalt fele it sitting in thy mynde0 

97 

Madcle if ye list to continue your sore. 
Let present passe and gape on tyme to corn, 
And diepe yourself in travaill more and more; 

IOO 

Hens fourth, my Poyngz, this shalbe all and some; IOS 
These wretched fooles shall have nought els of me; 
But to the great God and to his high dome, 

None other pain pray I for theim to be. o6 
But when the rage doeth led theim from the right, 
That lowking backward, Vertue they may se 

Evyn as she is, so goodly fayre and bright. o9 
And, whilst they claspe their lustes in armes a crosse, 
Graunt theim goode Lorde, as thou maist of thy myght, 
To frete inward for losing suche a losse. 

94 From . . . spotted] A. for all affectes vhome t'ice hath set'el" spot&d. 
99 sitting] A, T. sticking. 
oo Madde] A. mttde. 
o2 yourself] A. thieself. 2nd ed. T. thy self. 
o5 high dome] A, T. omit high. 
o7 rheim] 518. then. /Sense requires them. 
o8 Vertue] A. omits re;'t,e. 
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When he hath spit, tred owte and please him so. 
A diligent knave that pikes his maisters purse 
May please him so that he withouten mo 

Executor is, and what is he the wourse ? 
But i[ so chaunce you get nought o[ the man 
The Wedow may [or all thy charge deburse 

A ryveld skyn a stynking breth what then ? 
A tothles mowth shall do thy lips no harme, 
The gold is good and tho she curse or ban 

Yet where the list thou maist ly good and warme; 
Let the old mule byte upon the bridill 
Whilst ther do ly a swetter in thyn arme. 

In 

this also se you be not idill 
Thy nece, thy cosyn, thy sister or thy doghter 
I[ she be [aire, if handsom by her myddell 

Yf thy better hath her love besoght her 
Avaunce his cause and he shall help thy nede 
It is but love, turne it to a lawghter. 

But ware I say so gold the helpe and spede 
That in this case thou be not so unwise 
As Pandare was in suche a like dede; 

$8 

6I 

64 

70 

73 

55 when] A, T. what. 
60 charge deburse] A. payne disburse. T. 1st ed. deburse, 2lid disburse. 
67 se you] MS. thou replaced by yo,. (in the same hand). A. see that tho:. 
thou. 
68 thy sister] A. omits. 
72 turne it] A. tu''te tho, it. 
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Ffor he the ffooll of conscience was so nyse, 
That he no gayn would have for all his payne. 
Be next thy self for frendshipp beres no prise. 

Laughst thou at me ? Why, do I speke in vayne ? 
No not at thee, but at thy thrifty gest ? 
Would'st thou I should, for any losse or gayne, 

Chaunge that for gold that I have tan for best 
Next godly thinges, to have an honest name ? 
Should 1 leve that ? then take me for a beest-- 

82 

Nay then farewell, and if you care for shame, 
Content thee then with honest povertie, 
With fre tong, what the myslikes to blame; 

And for thy trouth somtyme adversitie; 
And therewithall this thing 1 shall the gyve: 
In this worould now litle prosperite, 
And coyne to kepe as water in a syve. 

88 

84 beest] the usual spelling for this word, see 1, 1.96. 
bst, 1. 82. 
85 you] A, T. thou. 
89 this thing] A. this guifte. 

best, to agree with 
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POEMS WRITTEN AFTER 1536 

I 
hough this port : and I, thy servaunt true, 
And thou thy self deist cast thy bemes from hye 
From thy chie howse, promising to renew 
Boeth Joye and eke delite, behold yet how that I, 
Bannisshed from my blisse, carefully do crye, s 
"" Helpe now, Citherea, my lady dere, 
" My ferefull trust," en vogant la galere. 
(2) 
Alas the dowbt that dredfull absence geveth 
Withoute thyn ayde; assuraunce is there none : 
The ferme faith, that in the water floteth 
Succor thou therefor; in thee it is alone : 
Stay that with faith that faithfully doeth mone; 
And thou also gevest me boeth hope and fere; 
Remembr thou me, en vogant la galerie. 
(8) 
By sees and hilles elonged from thy sight 
Thy wonted grace reducing to my mynde, 
In sted of slepe, thus I occupy the nyght ; 
Found only in the E. /tlS. 
x Though this port] Editors have assumed an omission of the before port. 
8tandinl as the first, line in a /IS. that Wiat corrected, it is better to read as 
elliptical with be understood, in each half of tho verse. 
4 galerie]]the IS. spelling for last word in each stanza except the first. In 
ever)- case, however, it imes ith -ere (see il. 6, x3, zo). 
]53 
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A thowsand thoughtes and many dowbtes I fynde, 
And still I trust thou canst not be unkinde; ,9 
Or els dispere, my corn[oft and my chiere 
Would she fourthwith, en vogant la galerie. 2, 

(4) 
Yet on my [aith, lull litle doeth remain 
O[ any hope, whereby I may mysel[ uphold, 
For syns that onely wordes do me retain, 
I may well thinck the affection is but cold; 
But syns my will is nothing as I would, 
But in thy handes it resteth hole and clere, 
Forget me not, en vogant la galerie. 

26 
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(6) 
Whome speke I to, 
Unkynd and deff of ere; 
Alas, 1o I go, 
And wot not where. 

1536 

24 

(7) 
Where is my thoght ? 
Where wanders my desire ? 
Where may the thing be soght 
That I require ? 

(s) 
Light in the wynde 
Doth fie all my delight; 
Where trouth and faitMull mynde 
Are put to flyght. 

(9) 
Who shall me gyve 
Fetherd wynges for to fie, 
The thing that doeth me greve 
That I may se ? 

(10) 
Who would go seke 
The cause whereby to payne ? 
Who could his foo beseke 
For ease of payne ? 

28 

36 
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(4/ 
Consent at last, 
Syns that thou hast 
My heft in thy demayne ; 
For service trew 
On me to few 
And reche me love agayne. 

4 

(5) 
And if not so, 
Then with mote woo, 
Enforce thisel[ to sttayne 
This simple heft 
That sutereth smart, 
And rid it owte of payne. 

29 suffereth] H. sffered. 

28 

3o 
(Signed "Tho.") 
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Uncerteyn as the dyse; 
There is no man 
At ons that can 
To love and to be wise. 

24 

(t) 
Suche are the dyvets throws, 
Suche, that no man knows 
That hath not ptofd, 
And ons have losd: 
Suche ate the raging woos : 
Soner reprofd 
Then well temofd, 
Suche ate the dyvers throws. 
(5) 
Love is a fervent fire 
Kendeld by hote desire, 
For a short pleasure, 
Long displeasut ; 
Repentaunce is the hire; 
A poure ttesoure, 
Withoute mesute, 
Love is a fervent rite. 

3 2 

36 

4(7 

what it is to love, etc. 

2t omitted by scribe, inserted by Wiat. 
4t This line is written in the MS. as an Indication tlat the whole first verso is 
to be repeated. Cf. "At moost mis,.he.'fe," p. 100. 

166 



POEMS WRITTEN AFTER 1536 

PART II 
L eve thus to slander love! 
Though evill, with suche it prove 
Which often use, 
Love to mysuse, 
And loving to reprove; 
Such cannot chose, 
For their refuse, 
But thus, to slaunder love. 
File not so much the snare; 
Love sildam causeth care; 
But by deserftes 
And crafty partes, 
Som lese their owne welfar; 
Be true of hertes, 
And for no smartes 
Fie not so much the snare 
(-) 
To love and not to be wise 
Is but a mad devise; 
Such love doeth last 
As sure and fast 
As chaunce on the dyse; 
A bitter tast 
Corns at the last, 
To love and not to be wise. 
J.67 

8 

12 
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(4) 
Such be the plaisaunt daies, 
Such be the honest wayes; 
There is no man, 
That fully can 
Know it, but he that sayes 
Loving to ban 
'ete folly then! 
Such be the pleasaunt daies. 

Such is a plaisaunt rite, 
Kyndeled by true desire; 
And though the payne 
Cause men to playne 
Sped well is oft the hiere. 
Then though some fayne 
And lese the gayne 
Love is a pleasaunt fire. 
30 Loving]/dS. st.el]ing 

\VIAT 

3  

36 



THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 

(-) 
Of all such pleasaunt dayes, 
Of all suche pleasaunt playes, 
Without deserft, 
You have your part, 
And all the worould so says; 
Save that poure heft 
That for more smart 
Feleth yet suche pleasaunt dayes. 

(5) 
Such fire and suche here 
Did never make ye swete, 
For withoute payne 
You best obtayne 
To good spede and to great; 
Who so doeth playne, 
You best do fayne 
Such fire and such hete. 

36 

4o 

Who now doeth slaunder Love, etc. 
(Signed " Tho.") 

4 Who . . . Love] This line is written in the MS. as an indication that the 
whole of the first verse is to be repeated. 
The signature is written on the page where this poem begins, following the 
usual order of the IS. The second and third pars were taken as two separate 
poems by the intending editor of the I8. This is the last entry made by the 
scribe who has copied the greater number of the poems in a very beautiful haud. 
See the reproduction of fiI. 4a and fol. 31a, pp. 2, 45. 
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(A.) Hath he himself that is not sure? 
His trust is like as he hath sped; 
Against the streme thou maist not dure; 
Most wretched herte why art thou not ded ? 
IR.) The last is worse, who fetes not that ? 
He hath himself where so he goo, 
And he that knoweth what is what 
Sayeth he is wretched that wens him soo. 
IA.) Seist thou not how they whet their teth, 
Which to touche the sometime ded &ede ? 
They finde comforte for thy mischief; 
Moost wretched heft why art thou not dede ? 
IR.) What tho that cuffs do fall by kinde 
On him that hathe the overthro? 
A! that can not opresse my mynde, 
For he is wretched that wens him soo. 4o 
{A.) Yet can it not be thenne denyd 
it is as certain as thy crede; 
Thy gret unhap thou canst not hid; 
Unhappy thenne, why art thou not dede ? 
IR.) Unhappy, but no wretche therefore, 
For happe doth come agayne and goo; 
For whiche I kepe my self in store, 
Sins unhap cannot kil me so. 4s 
(Signed "Tho.") 
31 what is what] Hot is lwt (G. F. Nott), surely an error i the t, rinting. 
41 it] 118. is, (error?) 
The later intending editor of the )IS. took stanza 5 to the end of this poem 
be a new entry, and has written "1 ent" above stanza 5. The first four stanzas, 
being in the s,me hand as the preceding poem, seem to have been taken as tl.e 
conclusion of No. 9, for there is no heading to No. 
]75 
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!! 
(1) 
nd if an lye may save ot sleye 
And streke mote diepe than wepon longe ; 
And if an Iye by subtil play, 
May move oon mote then any tonge; 
How can ye say that I do wronge 
Thus to suspect without desette ? 
For the lye is traitor of the herte. 
( 
To frame all wel, Iame content 
That it were done unwetingly; 
But yet I say, who wol assent 
To do but wel, do no thing whie 
That men shuld deme the contrary ? 
For it is said by men expert, 
That the lye is traitor of the heft. 
But yet alas, that loke all sowle 
That I doo clayme of right to have, 
Shuld not methinkes goo seke the scole 
To plese all folke : for who can crave 
Frendliet thing then hett witsave ? 
By loke to give in frendely parte; 
For the lye is traitor of the heft. 
t lye] MS. sIelling here It, but as text in 1. 3, which is the usual spelling of 
this text. 
4 oon] llS. spelling on. 
then] MS. spelling thene, also II. xg, 25 and 42. 
5 can] MS. spelling can',re, also in 11. x8 and 33- In such cases of difference in 
spelling, that of the chief scribe is adopted as the normal spelling in the text, and 
good erly 16th-century spelling. 
This portion is partially entered f. 62b and crossed out. 
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And my suspect is without blame, 
For as ye saye, not only I 
But othr moo have denyd the same; 
Then it is not Jelowsye, 
But subtill loke of rekeles Iye 
Did raunge to farre to make me smart, 
Ffor the Iye is traitor of the hert. 

26 

28 

(5) 
But I, your frende, shall take it thus, 
Sins you wol soo, as stroke of chaunce, 
And leve furder for to discus 
Wither the stroke did sticke or glaunce ; 
But scuse who can, let him avaunce 
Dissembled lokes : but for my parte 
My Iye must stil betray myn herte. 

33 

(6) 
And of this grief ye shalbe quitte 
In helping trowth stedfast to goo; 
The time is longe that doeth sitt 
Feble and weike and suffreth woo. 
Cherish him well, continewe soo 
Let him not fro your hart ascart 
Thenne feres not the |ye to shewe the hert. 

40 

29 frende] MS. spelling freende. 
33 can] MS. spelling canne. 
35 myn herte] MS. spelling my harte. Wiat and the chief scribe spell myn 
before vowel or h. harte is not adopted here to harmonize vith parte (34), because 
the spelling is not consistently followed throughout the poem (see 11. 2o-2z, 27-28, 
4z-42, where MS. spelling herr rimes with aarte, amart azcazt. 
Found only in E. Folloving this poem is a portion of the paraphrase of Ps. 
II. -36, in the same hand. One or two MS. pages have been lost here. 
VOL.  177 
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Or who can tell thy losse, if thou ons maist recover 
Some plesant howre thy wo may wrape and the 
defend and cover ? 
This is the trust that yet hath my lytff sustaynid; '3 
And now, alas, I se it faint, and I by trust ame 
trainid. 
II 
The tyme doth ttete, and I perceyve thowrs how thei 
bend I5 
So fast, that I have skant the space to marke my 
comyng end. 
Westward, the sonne from out thest skant doth show 
his lyght, 
When in the west he hyds hym straite within the 
darke of nyght; 
And corns as fast where he began his path a wrye i9 
From est to west, from west to thest so doth his 
iornei ly. 
Variants of the Text. 
xt ons maist] tr. from original reading. 
x5 flete] alt. from passe. 
x8 straite] alt. from sellff. 
9 as fast] alt. lrom agayne. 
o jornei] alt. fi'om viage. 
Variants in A, 1), and T. 
Ons maist] A, T. tr./s. D. ons nust. 
3 This is . . . that yet hath] A. this.., as yet that hath. T. Thus in this 
ttst as yet it hath. 
x4 And now] A, T. but now. 
and I] D. omits/. 
perceyve thowrs how thei bend] D, A. perceyve the hoim.es . . . bend. T. se 
tle bowers do bend. 
thest skant doth show] A. the Easte doth scautlye shewe. 
When] A. butt. 
where he] D. omits he. 
to thest] A. to easte. 
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That thing to wishe wherott, sins I did lese the syght 
I never saw the thing that myght my faythfull heft 
delyght. 
Th unesy lyff I lede doth teche me for to mete 37 
The flowdes, the sees, the land and hilles, that doth 
them entremete 
Twene me and those shining lyghtes, (that wontyd to 
clere 
My darke panges off clowdy thowghtes) as bryght as 
Phebus spere ; 
It techith me also what was my plesant state, 4, 
The more to fele by such record how that my welth 
doth bate. 

IV 
If such record alas provoke thenflamid mynd, 4s 
Wich sprang that day that I did leve the best of me 
behynd ; 
If love forgett hym sellff by length of absence let, 
Who doth me guyd, O wofull wrech, unto this baytid 

net 

183 

17aiants of the Text. 
37 Thunesy] MS. spelling thunaesy. 
44 wich] alt. from that. 
ariants in .4, D, ad T. 
35 sins] D. omits. 
36 I . . . delyght] T. Was neve thing that moughl in ought my zoofull he" 
delight. A. night for myght. 
38 and hilles] T, A. the hilles. 
39 shining] T. shene. 
to clere] A. T. for to clere. 
4o darke] A, T. darked. 
spere] MS. spelling f,,r sphet'e. A. spheore. 
44 that day] A_ the day. 
46 doth] A dzd. 
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And with my teris for to'assay to charge myn 
lyes tweyne, s9 
Lyke as myn heft above the brink is frawtid full of 
pa [yne] ; 
And for bycawse therto, ot those fayre Iyes to trete, 
Do me provoke, I shall retorne my plaint thus to 
repete. 
Ffor there is nothing elles that towches me so within 6s 
Where thei rule all, and I alone nowght but the 
cace or skyn. 
Wherfore I do retorne to them, as well or spryng, 
From whom descendes my mortal wo above all othr 
thing. 
So shall myn lyes in payne accompanie myn heft, 67 
That were the guydes that did it lede of love to 
fele the smert. 

VI 
The cryspid gold that doth sormount Apollos pryd 9 
The lyvely stremes of plesaunt sterres that under it 
doth glyd; 
Variants of tire Text. 
6o Lyke as] alt. from sins that. 
pa[yne] A, D, T. payne ; the cutting down of the IIS. has re-oved some final 
letters, a visible. 
I'arants in .4, D, and T. 
59 for to' assay] A. to gee essay. 
60 myn] A, T. my. 
62 I shaH] T. I wyll. 
63 towches . . . within] A, T. toucheth, later edition of T. so toucleth e ithin. 
64 This line not in the original Italian, but found elsewhere in Petrarch, and 
in the "Faradiso," I. 21. 
65 I do] T. I slcdl. 
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Where in the heroes off love doth still encrese their hete 
Wich yet so farre towch me so nere in cold to make 
me swet(e) ; 
The wise and plesaunt talk, so rare or elles alone, 73 
That did me gyve the courtese gyfft that such had 
never none, 
Be ferre from me, alas; and every other thing, 
I myght forbere with better will, than that that did 
me bryng 
With plesant word and clere, redresse of lingerd 
payne0 77 
And wontyd offt in kendlid will to vertu me to trayne. 
Thus ame I dryven to here and herken affter news 
My comfort skant my large desire in dowtfull trust 
renews. 
VII 
And yet with more delyght, to mone my wofull cace, s 
I must complaine those handes, those armes, that 
fermely do embrace 
Variants of the Text. 
72 swet(e)] final e cut away from margin. 
74 that such] alt. from that erst. 
75 Be ferre] alt. from Ar ferre. 
77 lingerd] original word blotted out. 
78 in kendlid . . . to vertu] air. from with kendlid.., in vertu. 
8o renews] part of final s cut away. 
lariant8 in A, D, and T. 
7x doth still] A. dothso. T. doe styll. 
72 towch me] D. omits me. 
74 That did . . . none] A, T. That gave to me the curtiest (curteis T.) gift that 
erst had never none. 
75 than . . . bryng] D. than that I did me bryng. A. thn it that did me bringe. 
T. hen ths that dyd we bryng. 
77 lingerd] D. linger. 
78 And wontyd] h. whiche wonted. 
8x mone] alt. from playne. 
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VIII 
My song, thou shalt ataine to fynd that plesant place 95 
Where she doth lyre, by whome I lyre; may chaunce 
thou have this grace: 
When she hath red, and seene the dred where in I sterve, 
Bytwene her brestes she shall the put, there shall she 
the reserve. 
Then tell her that I come, she shall me shortly se, 99 
If that for whayte the body fayle, this sowle shall 
to her fie. 
(Signed with interlaced letters "T V.") 

Variants of the Text. 
96 may . . . grace] alt. from perchaunce she shew this grace. 
99 Then . . . se] original line Then say I come for here I nay tot tary. 

Va'iats in ,4, De and T. 
96 thou have this grace] ,, T. to have this grace. 
97 the dred] T. the gef. 
where in I sterve] A, T. ohe'ein Iserve. 
98 she the reserve] D. se the a'eserve. 
99 that I come] D. I coane. 
xoo If that] A, T. ,4nd if. 
this sowle] A, T the soule. 
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14 

Iopas sings 
of the 
Ptolemaic 
theory of 
the heavens, 

IOPAS" SONC, 

hen Dido [estid first the wan&yng Troian 
knyght,  
Whom Juno's wrath with stormes did [orce in 
Lybyke sandes to lyght; 
That myghty" Atlas did teche; the soupor 
lastyng long, 
With cryspid lokkes, on golden harpe, Iopas 
sang in his song : 

The World, 

That same, quod he, that we the world do 
call and name, s 
Ott hevin and yerth with all contentes, it is 
the very [tame ; 
Or thus, ot hevinly powts, by mote power 
kept in one 
Repugnant kyndes, in myddes of whome the 
yerth hath place alone, 

This poem affords a striking example of the deterioration of the text in Tottel's 
version. The fragment is written in Wiat's hand, and is evidently the first draft, 
for there are many alterations iu the making. 
Variartts irt the MS. 
2 lyght] final t cut away. 
4 on] alt. from and. 
8 repugnant] air. from the diverse. 
alone] last three letters cut away from margin. 
Variants in A, T. 
3 did teche] A, T. taught. 
4 his song] T. omits his. 
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Firme, round, off living thynges, the moder 
place and nourse; 9 
Withowt the wych, in egall whaight, this 
herin doth hold his course, 
And it is calld by name, the first moving 
herin ; 
The firmament is next containing other sevyn. 

The stars of 
the flrmaent, 

Off hevinly powrs that same is plantid full 
and thikk ,s 
As shyning lyghtes wych we call sterres, that 
theri_n cleve and stikk. 
With great swifft sway the first, and with his 
restles sours 
Caryth it sellff, and all those eight, in evin 
continuall cours. 

And off this world so rownd with in that 
rollyng case, 17 
There be two pointes that never move but 
fermely kepe ther pla(ce); 

Variants in the" MS. 
The firmament . . . sewyn] alt. from the sterry ske uder the with thre 
moveth other sev/n. So also in !. 2. 
the first] alt. front the hevyn. 
restles sours] alt. from restles ecours. 
eight] alt. from sevyn. 
two] ii in the MS. 
pla(ce)l final ce cut away. 
Variants in 4, T. 
moder] A, T. ,other. 
movingl A, T. and moving. 
next] A, T. placed next. 
There be two pointes] A, T. Two points there be. 
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Of 8aturn 

The sevent hevyn, or the shell, next to the 
sterry skye ,t 
All those degres that gaderth up with agid 
pas so slye; 
And doth performe the same, as eiders compt 
hath bene, 
In nyne and twenty yeres complet, and days 
almost sixtene, 
Doth cary in his bowght the sterr of Saturne 
old, 
A thretner of all lyving thinges with drought 
and with his cold. 

The sixt whom this containes doth staulk with 
yonger pase, 47 
And in twelff yere doth sum what more than 
tothrs viage wase; 
And this in it doth bere the sterre of Jove 
Of .upiter 
and Mars, benigne, 
Twene Saturnes malice and us men, frendly 
deffending signe. 
l'iat's com'ections. 
4x sevent] i.e. seventh. 
next to the sterry] version (1) that meeth under that; (2) inder that 
fimnanent ; finally alt. as in text. 
44 complet] inserted. 
46 and with] alt. from and eke. 
48 viage] alt. from jorey. 
5o frendly deffending] alt. from defence andfi'endly. 
Variants in .4. and T. 
,t8 tothrs] A. th'oth's. T. thothers. 
49 in it doth bere] A. /s it that beares. 
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The rift berth blody Mars, that in three 
hunderd days 
And twise elefn, with on full yere hath 
finisht all those ways. 

of the Sun, 
the BIoon, 
and 

A yere doth aske the fourt, and houres therto 
six, 53 
And in the same the day his lye the sonne 
therin he stix. 
The third that govemd is by that, that 
governth me : 
And love for love and for no love, provokes, 
as offt we se. 
In like space doth performe that course that 
did the tothr 
So doth the next to the same that second is 
in order. 

lFiat's corrections. 
5I first version, The fift hath cuell ,liars that meveth all this warre. 
53 A yere] alt. from the 
loures tlerto] tr. in first reading. 
58 So dotl] alt. from Andso cloth, lote ll. 57-58 form a six-foot couplet. I. 58 
contains a trisyllable for the third foot. Order rhymes with tothr, which is 
normally regaled as one syllable throughout this text. 
Variants in A. and T. 
5 berth] A, T. bea's. 
54 the day lis Iye . . . le stix] T. the dayes eie . . . her styckes. 
55 governth] A, T. governs. 
58 to the same] A, T. unto the same. 
At tle foot of the MS. page, below I. 5, is a couplet, hardly discernible, written 
small in Wiat's hand- 
"Nor is it lyk that ma(n) may think thes sterrs all 
treys tleir path as thei do passe wth(in) that hevinly hall . . ." 
Is it a challenge to the (new) Copernican theory? 
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But it doth bere the stern that calld is 
Mercury 
That mayni a cratty secret stepp doth tred, 
as calcars try. 

That skye is last and first next us; those ways 
hath gone 6x 
In sevin and twenty comon days, and eke the 
third of one; 
And beryth with his sway the diverse mone 
abowt, 
Now bryght, now browne, now bent, now 
full, and now her lyght is owt. 

The two 
moti,*ns 
of the 
Spheres. 

Thus have they of their owne two movinges 
all those sevin; 6s 
One: wherin thei be carid still eche in his 
severall hevin ; 
An othr: of hym selltes where their bodis 
ben layd 
In by ways, and in lesser rowndes, as I afore 
have sayd 
1Viat's correction. 
65 Thus have . . . owne] alt. from Titus have they of tlem sellffes. 
Variants in .4. and T. 
6i first next us] A, T. fixt uext us. 
64 owt] final t cut away in hiS. 
65 those] A, T. these. 
of hym sellffes] A, T. of themselves. 
ben] A, T. be. 
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*And gnashe his teeth with groninge yrefull; 
13 The Lord shall scorn the threatninges of the wretche ; 
For He doeth know the tyde is nigh at full 
When he shall syncke, and no hande shall him seeche. 
14 They have unsheathed eke their bloudye brands, 
And bent theire howe, to prove if they might reache 
To overthrowe the [iust ; stretched forth their honds, ] 
Bare of relief the harmelesse to devour. 
15 The sword shall pearce the hart of such that fonds; 
Their howe shall breake in their moste endevour. 
16 A little livinge gotten rightfullie, 
Passeth the richesse and eke the highe power 
Of that that wretches have gatherd wickedlye. 
17 Perish shall the wickedes posteritie; 
And God shall stablishe the iust assuredlye. 
18 The iust roans dayes the Lorde doeth know & se, 
Theire heritage shall last for evermore, 
And of theire hope beguylde they shall not be. 
19 When dismold dayes shall wrappe the tother sore, 
They shall be full when other faynte for foode, 
20 Ther whylst shall fail theise wicked men thedore. 
 37 The fragment in E. ends here owing to a missing page. It is continued from 
the A. 
with] A. has eke with, eke is redundant. 
39 For . . . full]. The 1530 Psalter : " because he seithe his daye of judgement 
at the hande." 
4-44] The 1530 Psalter reads : "The ungodly shal drawe out their swerdes and 
thei shai bende their bowes to smite downe the poore kareful affiicte, and .o slaie the 
right treders in the waye.'" 
43 To overthrowe the] the line is unfinished, the comlleted line is added from 
the context of the 1530 Psalter. 
48 the highe power] A. e-e the high poer. 
7 theise wicked men] cf. rendering of v. 1. in 1530 Psalter. 
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To Gods enemyes suche end shalbe alowd, 
As hath lambs grece wastinge in the lyre, 
That is consumde into a smoking clowd. 

58 

21 Boroweth the unjust withoute will or desyre 
To yelde agayne; the just frelye doeth give 
Where he seeth nede, as mercye doeth requyre. 

22 Who willeth Hym well for right therfore shall live; 
Who banysshe Hym shall be rooted awaye; 
23 His steppes shall God directe still and relieve 

24 

And please Hym shall what lyff hym list assaye. 67 
And tho he fall, under rote lye shall not he; 
Catchinge his hand for God shall streight hym staye. 

Nor yet his seede foodeles, sene for to be. 

26 The iust to all men mercyfull hath bene, 73 
Busye to do well; therfore his seede I say 
Shall have habundaunce all waye freshe and grene. 

27 Flee yll, do good, that thou maist last allwaye ; 
28 For God doeth love for evermore the uprighte : 
Never his chosen doeth he cast awaye; 

76 

59 lambs . . . fyre] Bible version: " Yee eve as the smoke shal they consume." 
6 Boroweth] A. spelling, borraw'th th'unjust. The text follows Wiat's usnal 
rendering. 
ll. 7o-7x omitted from A, and contained in no other ]IS. The Bible version, v. 
25, reads, "I have been young and now am old, yet saw I never the rightwise for- 
saken, nor his seed to seke for bread." 
9,00 
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29 

For ever he them myndeth daye and night, 79 
And wicked seede alwaye shall waste to nought : 
The iust shall welde the world as their own tight : 

30 

And longe thereon shall dwell as they have wrought, s2 
With wisdom shall the wyse roans mouth him able; 
His tong shall speke alwaye even as it ought; 

31 With Gods lerninge he hath his heft stable; 
His foote therfore from slydinge shall be sure. 
32 The wicked watcheth the iust for to disable, 

85 

33 

And for to see him doeth his busy cure 
But God will not suffer him for to quaile 
By tyrannye, nor yet, by faulte unpure, 

88 

34 

To be condemned in judgement without faile. 
Awayte therfore th.e_coming of the Lorde, 
Live with His lawes in patience to prevayle, 

91 

And He shall raise thee of thyne owne accorde. 
Above the erth, in suretie to beholde 
The wickedes deth, that thou may it recorde 

94 

35 

I have well sene the wicked shene lyke golde, 
Lustye and grene as Lawrell lasting aye, 
But evyn anow and scant his seate was colde, 

97 

When I have past agayne the self same waye 
Whet he did raigne, he was not to be founde, 
Vanyshd he was for all his freshe arraye. 

IOO 



THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 

36 Let uprightnes be still thy stedfast grounde, 
Ffollowe the right : suche one shall alwaye fynde 

Hym self in peace and plentye to habounde ; 
37 All wicked folke reversyd shall [be] untwynde, 
And wretchednes shall be the wickedes ende, 
38 Helthe to the iuste from God shall be assignde, 

39 

IO6 

He shall them strengthe whom troble shoulde offend ; io9 
The Lord shall help I say and them delyver 
From cursed hondes, and helthe unto them send, 
For that in Hym they sett their truste for ever. 

o6] The 1530 Psalter : "At the laste the ungodly shalbe kut awaye." 
untwrnde] be is required before utwgnde (i. e. :ntide, meaning "lost," 
"brought to nought." 
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THE PENITENTIAL PSALMS 

I-I. 

he great Macedon that out of Petsi chasyd 
Darius, of whose huge power all Asy tang, 
In the tiche atke of Homers tymes be placyd, 
Who fayned gestes of Hethen Ptynces sang. 

What holly grave, what wourthy sepulture, s 
To Wyates Psalmes shuld Christians then purchase ? 
When he dothe paynte the lyvely fayths, and pure : 
The stedfast hoope the swete tetutne to grace 

Of iust Davyd, by partite penytence; 
Where Rewlets may se in a myttout clete 
The bitter ftewte of false concupiscense, 
From Jewry bought Utyas deathe full dete. 

In Ptynces hattes goddes scourge yptynted depe 
Myght them awake out of their synfull slepe. 

I3 

This sonnet is written in the MS. a a lreface to the Penitential Psflms, and is 
headed bythe interlaced initials " H. S." for Henry H,,ward, Earl of Surrey. In 
the left-hand margin are the initials c'I. H." for John Harington, the editor of 
the 1549 edition of the Psalms. 
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But he without prolonging, or delay 
Of that, that myght his Lord his God apese, 
Fallth on his knees, and with his harp I say, 
Afore his brest, frawtyd with disese, 
Off: stormy syghes, his chere colourd lyk clay, 
Dressyd upryght, sekyng to conterpese 
His song with syghes, and towching of the strynges, 
With ten&e heft 1o thus to God he synges : 

65 or] alt. from 
66 Of that] alt. fi'om the thing. 
that myght] PS. hche mgghte. 
67 Fallth] A. falleth. 
68 frawtyd] A. yfraughted ; also 
69 his chere . . . clay] PS. depe draughtes of hys decaye, h'o authority given 
by PS. for this change. 
70 sekyng to conterpese] al. from he tunes, his God to plese. 
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2 

Punish it not as askyth the grettnes 
Off thi furour provokt by my offence 
Tempre O Lord the harme of my excesse 

With mendyng will that I for recompense 
Prepare agayne; and rather pite me, 
For I ame weke and clene without defence; 

19 

More is the nede I have of remede, 
For off the hole the Lech takyth no cure; 
The shepe that strayth the sheperd sekes to se; 

22 

I Lord ame stray'd, I, sek without recure, 
Fele all my lyres, that have rebelld for fete, 
Shake in dispayre, onles thou me assure; 

25 

*My flesh is trebled, my heft doth fete the spere ; 
The dred of deth, of deth that ever lastes, 
Threteth of ryght, and draweth here and here. 

28 

3 Moche more, my sowle is trobled by the blastes 
Of theise assaultes, that come as thick as hayle, 
Of worldlye vanytie, that temptation castes 

I7 my] possibly a slip in lIS., as great care is taken to write myn before a rowel. 
PS. yn. 
I9 for recompense] alt. from repare agaynst. 
22 More is the nede I have] alt. from And have more ,ede of thee. 
24 sekes] alt. from seketh. 
25 sek] i.e. siclc. The spelling in Prol. 2,is siqc. 
25 Fele] alt. from for. 
7 Shake in dispayre onles . . . assure] alt. from 8ha'eJo, de$2oayre if thou me 
* 11. 28-81 absent from the MS. owing to a torn-out leaf. The Psalm is continued 
from A., but Wiat's spelling is adopted. 
9 The dred] A. That dred. 
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8 

9 

1 dare them bid; "" Avoyd ! Wreches and fie ! 97 
"" The Lord hath hard the voyce off my complaynt ; 
Your engins take no more effect in me. 

The Lord hath herd 1 say and sen me faynt 
Under your hand, and piteth my distres; 
He shall do mak my sensis, by constraint, 

Obbey the rule that reson shall express, 
Whet the deceyte of yower glosing baite 
Made them usurp a powre in all exces. 

I0 Shamid be they all that so ly in whaite 
To compas me, by missing of theire pray; 
Shame and rebuke redound to suche decayte. 

IOO 

(Sodayne confusion is stroke withowt delay 
Shall so defface theire craffty sugestion, 
That they to hurt my helth no more assay 
Sins I 0 Lord remayne in thy protection. 

o3 

IO6 

IO9 

(Signed "T V.") 

97] v. 8, 1530 Psalter: "Avoide front me ye workers of wikednes, for the Lorde 
hath harde my depe desyre. The Lorde hath receved my petition." 
oo herd I say and] alt. from pited so to se. 
1o30bbey the rule] A. Obaye therefore. 
1o4 Whet the] all from Wherby. 
of yower] PS. of tlmt your. 
glosing baite] baite all from venem. A. glauncynge bayte. 
1o6 that so ly in whaite] PS. that so do by. A. so slye. The line scans with 
initial strong stress. 1530 Psalter : "All n,yn enymes shalbo shamed and astonned 
they shall be put to flyght aml confounded sodenly." 
e9 is] alt. from as. PS. as. A. as, and a crossed out and apostrophe mark in- 
serted, is stands for his (for the possessive). Other instances occur in the 
 o sugestion] alt. from enterprise. 
The A. MS. continues without a break to the second Prologue, IVlw so hath tene. 
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THIRD PENITENTIAL PSALM 
Dme me in urore tuo arguas me Ps. 38. 
O Lord as I thee have both prayd and pray, I 
(Altho in the be no alteration 
But that we men Ilk as our sellffes we say 
Mesuryng thy Justice by our mutations) 4 
Chastice me not, O Lord, in thy furour, 
Nor me correct in wrathfull castigation, 
Ffor that thi arrows ot fete, off terrour, 7 
Of sword, of seknes, off famine, and of lyre, 
Stikkes diepe in me, 1 lo from myn ermu 
Ame plongid up, as horse out of the myre io 
With strok off spurr, such is thi hand on me; 
That in my fleshe, for terrour of thi yre 
Is not oon poynt of ferme stabilite 3 
Nor in my bonis; there is no stedfastnes, 
Such is my drede of mutabilite; 
thee have] PS. have thee. 
no] alt. from no sch. 
as our sellffes] all;. from as tre selves. lS. spelling sellffes. 
lyre] alt. from o.t deth. PS., A. of lYre. 
stikkes diepe] alt. from ar stykyd. PS. sticke. 
1o] alt. from now. 
plongid] PC. plucked (PS. note). 
terrour] alt. from fete. 
oon] MS. spelling on. 
drede] air. from.Sere. 
Third Psalm (Ps..x_xxviii). 
Aretino's version begins : "Deh Signore, si come io ti ho pregato e si come ti 
ril,rego non mi riprendere nel t.uo furore nel quale  posta la eterne dannatione de 
nella guisa elm gli dimostrera Io infermo, ne eonsentire the la tua miseri- 
cordia volga le spalle al mio pianto con quello sdegno che ella le volgera al riso di 
coloro .... " 
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90 Lord thow knowst the" inward contemplation, 34 
Ot my desire; thou knowst my syghes and plaintes; 
Thou knowst the teres of my lamentation 

10 

Can not expresse my hertes inward restraintes; 37 
My hart pantyth, my force I fele it quaile 
My syght, myn lyes, my lok, dekays and fayntes; 

ii 

And when my enmys did me most assayle, 
My frendes most sure, wherein I sett most trust, 
Myn own vertus sonest then did flaile 

4o 

12 

And stond apart; reson and witt unjust, 
As kyn, unkynd, were fardest gone at nede; 
So had they place theire venim out to thrust 

43 

13 

That sowght my deth by nowghty word and dede, 46 
Their tonges reproch, theire wittes did fraude aplye 
And I, lyke deth and domme forth my way yede, 

34 the' inward] A. the inward. Occasionally, as here, Wiat places an apostrophe 
between vowels, to be slun'ed in scansion (the' inward). 
37-391 1530 Psalter : "My harte trembleth and panteth from sorowe I my strength 
fayleth me I and even the very syght of myn eyes cesse from their office." 
38 quaile] ale. from taile. 
39 myn Iyes] A, PS. ny eyes. 
4x My frendes most sure] alt. from Myn own ve'tus. 
most trust] ale. from ny t'ust. 1530 Psalter : "lIy frendes and my felawes 
stode ageinste my wound, and my nyghe kynsfolke stode all afarre." 
42 Myn own vertus . . . ffaile] alt. from Andfrendes nost su'e. A later hand 
has crossed out ertvs and inserted acquaintance, the hand of correcter No. 2. 
Tiffs is the second correction in the Psalms which is not Wiat's. A. me .faile. 
44 were] A. omits. 
fardest gone] alt. from gonefar off. 
45 they] IIS. spelling thi ; thi and thy are both written for they occasionally. 
47 reproch] alt. from deceyt. 
wittes] PS. wit. 
48] 1530 Psalter : "But I, as it had been on deffe, harde nothynge at all : and as 
a dumne man evened not my mowth." 
VOl.,. I .o.25 Q 
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22 

My Lord! Iame thow knowst well in what case; 67 
Fforsak me not, be not farr from me gone; 
Hast to my help, hast Lord and hast apace, 
O Lord the Lord off all my helth alone ! 

67 Lord] alt. from God. PS. omit well. 
68 be not . . . gone] alt. from not be notfi'om mefa'r. 1530 Psalter : "Forsak 
me not (lorde), be not farre from me (O God)." 
This Psahn has no signature, but J--s (for finis ?). 
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! ! Ffrom thyn Iyes cure cast me not in unrest, 
Nor take from me thy spryte of holynesse, 
12 Rendre to me Joye off thy help and rest; 
My will conferme with spryte off stedfastnesse; 
13 And by this shall thes goodly thinges ensue: 
Sinners I shall in to thy ways adresse; 
They shall retorne to the and thy grace sue. 
14 My tong shall prayse thy Justification, 
15 My mowth shall spred thy gloryus praysis true. 
But off thy sellff O God, this operation 
It must proced, by purging me from blood; 
Among the Just that I may have relation. 
And of thy lawdes for to let owt the flood 
Thou must, O Lord, my lypps furst unlose; 
16 Ffor if thou hadst estemid plesant good 
The owtward dedes that outward men disclose, 
I wold have offerd unto The sacrifice, 
Butt thou delyghtes not in no such glose 
Off owtward dede, as men dreme and devyse. 
17 The sacrifice that the Lord lykyth most 
Is spryt contryt; low heft in humble wyse 
55 Iyes] spelling here lye. 
57 Rendre to] alt. from retorne. 
rest] PS. alter to heste. 
58 My will] alt. from and me. 
with] PS. with the. 
59 goodly] A. godlye (misinterpreted). 
5 They] A. Theie. 
53 mowth] spelling here nolcgh. 
58 furst unlose] PS. A. at furst unloose. 
233 
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64 

67 

7o 



THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 

18 

Thou dost accept, O God for plesant host, 
Make Syon, Lord, acordyng to thy will, 
Inward Syon, the Syon of the ghost, 

76 

19 

Off hertes Hierusalem; strength the walles still; 
Then shalt thou take for good thes uttward dedes, 
As sacryfice thy plesure to fullfill, 
Off The alone thus all our good procedes. 
(Signed "T V.") 

75 host] i. e. sacrifice. (Latin, hostia.) 
80 thes uttward dedes] PS. the outwarde8 dedes. 
8 As] P8. ct a. 
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FIFTH PENITENTIAL PSALM 
Dme exaudi orationem meum Ps. 102. 
ord! here my prayer! and let my crye passe 
Unto The Lord withowte impediment; 
Do not Item me tome thy merci[ull [ace, 
Unto my sellff leving my government. 4 
In tyme off treble and adversitye 
Inclyne to me thyn ere, and thyn intent, 
And when so I call help my necessitye; 7 
Redely graunt theffect off my desyre; 
Thes bold demaundes do plese thy majestye 
And ek my Case, such hast doth well require. 
For like as smok my days bene past awaye, 
My bonis dryd up as forneis with the lyre; 
My herr my mynd is wytherd up like haye, i3 
By cawse I have forgot to take my brede 
My brede of lyff, the word of trowth I saye; 
And fief my plaintes, my syghes and my drede x6 
My bonis, my strenght, my very force of mynde 
Cleved to the flesh, and from the spryte were flede. 
2 withorte impediment] ithouten stop or let (first reading). 
3 face] MS. sI)elling fate, to agree with 19asse. 
x bene] P8. are. 
x4, x5 brede] alt. from foode. 
x6 my plaintes, my] air. from my olaintefull. PS. my lolayntfull. 
my drede] A, PS. for ray drede. 
Fifth Psalm (Ps. cii). 
Aretino'8 version begins : "Esaudisei Signore la mia oration0 da ehe tu vedi 
contritione del core somma mente contristato del suo hayer peccato fa the il mio 
grido giunga a te .... " 
9,37 
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SIXTH PENITENTIAL PSALM 

De Proundis clamari Ps. 130. 

2 

3 

F 

from depth off sin and from a diepe dispaire,  
From depth of[ deth, from depth of[ hertes sorow, 
From this diepe Cave of[ darknes diepe repayre, 

To The have I cald O Lord, to be my borow. 
Thow in my voyce, O Lord, perceyve and here 
My heft, my hope, my plaint, my overthrow, 

My will to ryse, and let by graunt apere 
That to my voyce thyn eres do well entend; 
No place so farr that to The is not nere; 

7 

No depth so diepe that thou ne maist extend, 
Thyn ere therto; here then my wofull plaint, 
Fret, Lord, if thou do" observe what men offend, 

IO 

And putt thy natyf[ mercy in restraint; 
If just exaction demaund recompence 
Who may endure O Lord, who shall not faynt 

I3 

] 1530 Psalter : "Frome my moste depeste painfull troubles called I upon the 
lorde." 
3 repayre] A. dispaire, misreading from 1. x. 
4 To The] A. obits To. 
9 that . . . here] air. from but to the is no'e. 
 Thyn ere] alt. from Th/self. 
2 do' observe] A, P8. omit do. lqotice Wiat's apostrophe for slurring words. 
3 thy natyff] A. obits the/. 
x4 recompence] A. a recomloence. 
Sixth Psalm (Ps. exxx). 
Aretino's version begins : "Dai profondi io he eselamato a te Signore, Signore 
essaudisei is oratione mia." 
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Ffor that, in heins to fie his rage so ryff x6 
He hath me forst as ded to hyd my hed; 
4 And for bycawse within my sellff at stryff 
My herr and spryte with all my force were fled, x9 
5 I had recourse to tyms that have ben past, 
And did remembre thy dedes in all my dred, 
And did peruse thy workes that ever last; :,2 
Wherby I knew above those wondres all 
6 Thy mercys were--Then lyfft I up in hast 
My handes to Thee : my sowle to thee did call : 2s 
Like bareyne soyle, for moystre off thy grace. 
7 Hast to my help, O Lord afore I fall, 
Ffor sure I fele my spryte doth faynt a pace; :,t 
Torne not thy face from me, that I be layd 
In compt off them that hedlyng down to pase 
8 In to the pitt. Shew me by tyros thyn Ayde 3 
Ffor on thy grace I holly do depend 
And in thi hand, sins all my helth is stayde. 
Do me to know what way thou wolt I bend; 34 
Ffor unto The I have reysd up my mynd. 
9 Rydd me O Lord, from that that do entend 

6 Ffor that, in heins to fie . . . ryff] version 1, For that in hei',s as maa in 
mortall stryff. A. Jbrreyne realms to flye kis 'age so'ift. PS. To fo'eyne recdm . . . 
rift. 1530 Psalter : "he hath set me in darknes lyko as men juged to dethe." 
7 me forst as ded] alt. fronn constrained me.for. 
 dedes] alt. from wkes. 
4 were] air. from at. 
9 that I be layd] alt. from to aake me e. 
3  holly] i. e. wlly. 
33 And in thi hand] alt. from Do e to kw. 
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(4) 
All thowgh theye be of dyvers skooles 
And well can use all craftye toolles 
At lengthe they prove themselves but fooles 
Therefore take hede I 

I2 

(5) 
Yf theye myght take you in that trape, 
They wolde sone leve yt in your lape, 
To love unspyde is but a happe, 
Therefore take hede! 
x use] DIS. spelling yoe. 
This poem is signed with sprawling initials that resemble "T. W. 

15 
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M 

2 

y pen, take payn a lyttyll space 
To folow that whyche dothe me chase, 
And hathe in hold my hart so sore; 
But when thow hast thys browght to passe, 
My pen I prithe, wryght nomore ! 

Remember, oft thow hast me easyd, 
And all my payne full well apeasyd 
But now I know, unknowen before, 
Ffor where I trust I am dysceavyd; 
And yet my pen thow canst no more. 

A tyme thow haddyst as other have, 
To wryght whyche way my hope to crave; 
That tyme ys past, with&awe thertore ; 
Syns we do lose that other save 
As good leve ot and wryght no more. 

IO 

In worthe to use another waye 
Not as we wold, but as we maye, 
For ons my losse ys past restore, 
And my desyre ys my decaye, 
My pen, yet wryght a lytyll more. 

2O 

5 prithe] IIS. prthe. So also 1. 30. 
6- 7 easyd, apeasyd] MS. spelling eaysyd, aea/syd. 
x5 ofl'J In some respects this IIS. has a more modern appearance in spelling here 
off, where the E. MS. invariably has of for the adverb. C: also spelling themselves, 
17. 
93 

5 
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To love n vayn who ever shall, 
Of worldlye payn it passythe all, 
As in lyke case I fynd; wherefore 
To hold so fast and yet to flail! 
Alas my pen, now wryght no more ! s 
Syns thow hast taken payn thys space 
To folow that whyche dothe me chase 
And hathe in hold my hart so sore, 
Now hast thow browght my mynde to passe 
My pen I prithe wryght no more! 30 
fynys 

The earlier groups in this 1I8. are rarely signed ; many of these we know to be 
Wiat's from other sources. But the MS. was evidently intended for his songs. 
When songs of other authors are entered the signatures are generally added. 
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3 

I 

(1) 
love lovyd and so dothe she, 
And yet in love wee suffer still; 
The cause is strange, as semeth me, 
To love so well and want our will. 

4 

(2) 
O deadly yea! o grevous smart! 
Worse then refuse, unhappe gaine : 
l love : whoever playd this part 
To love so well and live in payn! 

(3) 
Was ever heft so well agrede 
Syns love was love as l do trowe, 
That in their love soo well did spede 
To love so well and live in woo. 

I2 

(4) 
Thus morne wee bothe and hathe don long, 
With wofull plaint and carefull voice, 
Alas [alas] it is a grevous wrong, 
To love so well and not reioyce. 

i6 

I dothe] MS. spelling dotthe; it is spelt correctly in the next poem. 
2 suffer] MS. spelling stJe.. 
4 our] MS. spelling or, so also 1. 7- 
8 love] MS. spelling low,e. 
i i spede] IfS. spelling sted. 
x 3 Thus] MS. spelling Thes. 
15 wrong] MS. spelling 
0,55 
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4 

(1) 
S uffryng in sorow in hope to attayn 
Desyryng in fete, and dare not complayn, 
Trew of beleffe, in whome ys all my trust, 
Do thou apply to ease me off my payn, 
Els thus to serve and suffer styli I must. 

(e) 
Hope ys my hold, yet in dyspayre to speke 
1 dryve from tyme to tyme, and dothe not kepe 
How long to lyve thus after loves lust, 
In studye styli of that I dare not breke 
Wherefore to serve and suffer styli I must. 

ta) 
Encrease of care I fynd bothe day and nyght, 
I have that was ontyme all my delyght, 
The cawse thereoff ye know I have dyscust, 
And yet to teffrayn yt passythe my myght, 
Wherefore to serve and suffer styli 1 must. 

(4) 

Love who so lyst at lengthe he shall well say 
"" To love and lyve in fete yt ys no play," 
Record that knowythe, and yf thys be not just 
That whereas love dothe live, there is no way 
But serve and suffer ever styli he must. 
voL.  257 s 
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(5) 
Then for to live with losse of libertye, 
At last perchawnce shall be his remedye, 
And for his trouthe reigneth with fals mistrust, 
Who wold not few to se how wtongfullyD 
"Thus for to serve and suffer styli he must. 

(6) 
Unttew by trust oftymes bathe me bettayd, 
Mysusyng my hope, styli to be delayd, 
Fortune allways I have yt fownd unjust, 
And so with lyke rewarde now am I payd, 
That ys, to serve and suffer still I must. 

3o 

(7) 
Never to cesse, nor yet lyke to attayn 
As long as I in fete dare not complayn, 
True of beleff bathe allways ben my trust 
And tyll she knowythe the cause of all my payn, 
Content to serve and suger styli I must. 

"fyaays " 

35 

3 relgneth] MS. spelling rtgnit. 
-26 by] MS. spelling be. 
In the left-hand margin, at the side of the first stanza, are the following words 
in Margaret Howard's handwriting, "Fforget thys," and a little lower down, "Yt 
ys not h(r?)" ; the last word probably stands for he-r. 
Mary 8helton's name is written at the foot of this page, preceded by the remark, 
"ondesyrid favours deserv no hyer" in the same hand. 
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5 

(t) 
t last with&awe your crueltie 
Or let me die at ons, 
It is too much extremitie 
Devised for the nons, 
To hold me thus alive 
In paine still for to dryve, 
What may I more sustayne 
Alas that dye wuld faine 
And cannot dye for paine. 

9 

(9.) 
For to the flame wherewith ye burne 
My thought and mye desyr, 
When into ashys it shulde turn 
My hert by fervent fyer, I3 
Ye send a stormy rayn, 
That dothe it quenche agayn, 
And makes my lyes expresse 
The teres that do redresse 
My lyff in wretchednes. 8 

Spelling very bad throughout. Normal spelling given where the original is 
peculiar. 
11. 7-8 appear in the IIS. thusm 
"Whatt maye I more 
Sustayne alas that dye wuld faine." 
259 
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() 
Then when thes shulde have drownde 
And overwhelmed my hart, 
The hart dothe then confownde 
Renewing all my smart, 
Then dothe flame encreasse, 
My torment can not cease; 
My woo doeth then revive, 
And I remaine alyve 
With Death still for to stryve. 

(4) 
But if that he wolde have my death 
And that ye wolde no nother 
Shortly then for to spare my breth 
Withdrawe the ton or tother; 
For thus your cruelnes 
Doeth let itself dowbtles 
And it is reason why 
No man alyve nor 1 
Of double death can dy. 

No signature of any sort. 
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7 

W 

(I) 
hat menythe thys, when ] lye alone 
I tosse, I turn, I syght, I grone, 
My bedd me semys as hard as stone, 
What menys thys ? 

(2) 
syght, ] p]ayne contynua]ly, 
The clothes that on the bedd do ly 
Always methynk they lye awry, 
What menys thys? 

(3) 
In slumbers oft for fere I quake, 
Ffor here and cold, 1 burne and shake, 
Ffor lake of slepe my hede dothe ake, 
What menys thys ? 

(4) 
A mornynges then when l do ryse, 
I torne unto my wonted gyse, 
All day after muse and devyse 
What menys thys ? 

menys] so spelt in every stanza except the fifth (,aenythe). 
o ryse.  gyse. 2 devyse] MS. spelling rysse, gysse, dcvymse. 
9,69, 
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(5) 
And if perchance by me there passe 
She unto whome I sue for grace, 
The cold blood fotsakythe my face. 
What menythe thys ? 

But yff I sytte nere her by, 
With lowd voyce my hart dothe cry, 
And yet my mowthe is dome and dry. 
What menys thys ? 

(7) 
To aske ffor helpe, no hart I have, 
My tong dothe [ayle what I shuld crave, 
Yet inwardly I rage and rave, 
What menys thys ? 

Thus have I passyd many a yere, 
And many a day, tho nowght apere 
But most of that that most I fete. 
What menys thys ? 

This poem is followed by "fynys qa Wyatt." 

15 

21 
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8 

() 
he hart and servys to yow proterd 
With ryght good wyll full honestly, 
Refuse yt not, syns yt ys oterd, 
But take yt to you gentylly. 

(2) 
And tho it be a small present, 
Yet good, consyder gracyously 
The thowght, the mynd, and the entent 
Of him that lovys you faythfully. 

(3) 
Yt were a thing of small etecte 
To worke my wo thus cruelly, 
Ffor my good wyll to be obiecte, 
Thedor accepte it lovyngly. 

(4) 
Payn or travell, to run or ryde 
I undertake it pleasauntly, 
Bid ye me go and strayte I glyde 
At your commandement humbly. 

A doubtful poem of Wiat's. 
6 gracyously] MS. spelling gracyowsly. 
o64 
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9 

(1) 
arewell all my welfare, 
My shoe is trode awry, 
Now may I carke and care 
To sing lullay by by. 
Alas what shall I do thereto, 
There is no shyffte to helpe me now. 

(2) 

Who made hytt suche offence 
To love for love agayne ; 
God wot that my pretence 
Was but to ease hys payn; 
For I had Ruthe to see hys wo 
Alas more role why did I so ? 

(3) 
Ffor he frome me ys gone, 
And makes there at a game, 
And bathe leffte me alone 
To suffer sorow and shame. 
Alas he ys unkynd dowbtles 
To leve me thus all comfortles. 

offence] MS. spelling 

4 

6 

IO 

12 

16 
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(4) 
Hytt is a grevous smart 
To suter payne and sorowe, 
But most grevyd my hart 
He leyde his faith to borow; 22 
And falshode hathe hys fayth and trowthe, 
And he forsworn by many an othe. 

(5) 
All ye lovers perde, 
Hath cawse to blame his dede, 
Whyche shall example be 
To lett yow of yowre spede ; 
Let never woman agayn 
Trust to such wordes as men can sayn. 

3o 

For l unto my cost 
Am warnyng to yow all, 
That they whom you trust most 
Sonest dysceyve you shall; 
But complaynte cannot redresse 
Of my great grefl:e the great excesse. 

36 

Followed by "Fynys" and the sign denoting Wiat's composition "" 
3o sayn] Dialectal West Yorkshire. 
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10 

A 

las poore man what hap have l 
That must fforbere that I love best, 
I trow it be my desteny 
Never to lyve in quiet rest. 

(2) 
No wonder ys the' l complayn, 
Not withowt cawse ye may be sure, 
I seke fief that I cannot attayn, 
Whyche is my mortall dysplesure. 

(3) 
Alas pore hart as in thys case 
With pensyff playntes thou art opprest 
Unwysse_ thow wert to desyre place 
Where as another ys possest. 

(4) 
Do what 1 can to ese thy smart, 
Thow wylt not let to love her styli, 
Hers and not myn I se thow art 
Let her do by the as she wyll. 

x5 hers] lIS. spelling hyrs--see l. :6, he', correctly spelt. 
This stanza depends upon I. 9, "Alas pore hart." 
268 
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(5) 
A carefull carkace full of payn 
Now hast thow lefft to morne for the; 
The hart ons gone, the body ys slayn, 
That ever I saw her wo is me! 

20 

(g) 
Mine Iye alas was cause of thys 
Whyche her to se had never hys tyll 
To me that syght full bytter ys 
In recompence of my good wyll. 

4 

(7) 
She that I sarve all other above 
Hathe payd my hyre as ye may se 
I was unhappe, and that I prove, 
To love above my pore degre. 8 
fynys. 
Doubtful loem. 
A sign like a 16th-century s is often appended to poems without signatm'e, but 
which are known to be Wiat's from their lresence in the E. MS. This 10oem has 
no sign or signature. 
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II 

Y 

O) 

s yt possyble, 
That so hye debate, 
So sharpe, so sore, and off suche rate, 
Shuld end so sone that was begone so late, 
Is it possyble ! 

Ys yt possyble ! 
So cruell intent 

(2) 

So hasty here and so sone spent, 
Ffrom love to hate, and thens ffor to relent, 
Is it possyble ! 
Ys yt possyble ! 
That eny may fynde 
Within oon hart, so diverse mynd, 
To change or torn as wether and wynd, 
Is it possyble ! 's 
(4) 
Is it possyble ! 
To spye it in an Iye 
That tornys as oft as chance on dy, 
The trothe whereoff can eny try ? 
Is it possyble ! 2o 
x 7 Iye] ]IS. spelling yle. 
70 
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(5) 
It [s possyble 
Ffor to tome so oft, 
To bryng that lowyste that was most aloft, 
And to fall hyest yet to lyght sofft, 
It is possyble. 

(6) 
All ys possyble, 
Who so list beleve; 
Trust therfore fyrst, and after pteve : 
As men wedd ladyes by lycence and leve 
All ys possyble. 

23 was] MS. spelling wase. 
Followed by "fynys qd Wyatt." 
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14 
s power and wytt wyll me assyst 
My wyll shall wyll evyn as ye lvst. 

Ffor as ye lyst, my wyll is bent 
In every thyng to be content, 
To serve in love tyll lyt be spent 
And to Reward my love thus ment 6 
Evyn as ye lyst. 
To fayn or fable ys not my mynd 
Nor to refuse suche as I fynd, 
But as a lambe of humble kynd, 
Or byrd in cage, to be assynd ,o 
Evyn as ye lyst. 
When all the flokk ys corn and gone 
Myn eye and hart agreythe in one, 
Hathe chosyn you only alone 
To be my Joy, or elles my mone 4 
Evyn as ye lyst. 
Joy yf pytty apere in place 
Mone, if dysdayn do shew hys face 
Yet crave I not as in thys case 
But as ye lede, to follow the trace 8 
Evyn as ye lyst. 
 refuse l MS. spelling vestee. 
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15 

umtyme I syght, sumtyme I syng, 
Sumtyme I lawghe, sumtyme momynge, 
As one in dowte, thys ys my ssayying : 
Have I dysplesyd yow in any thyng ? 

Alake what aylythe you to be grevyd ? 
Ryght sory am I that ye be mevyd, 
[ am your owne yt ttewthe be ptevyd 
And by your dyspleasure as one myschevyd. 

(8} 
When ye be me W then am l glad, 
When ye be sory then am l sad, 
Such grace or [ortune I wold l had 
Yow for to plese however I were bestad. 

When ye be mery why shuld I care, 
Ye ate my Joye and my wellfare, 
I wyll you love, I wyll not spare 
Into yowre presens as tarr as l dare. 
t sy[ht] i.e. 

4 
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(5) 
All my poore hart and my love trew 
Whyle lyt dothe last I gyve yt yow; 
And yow to serve with servys dew, 
And never to change yow [or no new. 

fyuys. 

2O 

Doubtful. 5o indicating sign of Wiat's production. 
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(4) 
Pacyence to be content 
With froward fortunes trayne, 
Pacyence to the intent 
Sumwhat to slake my payne; 
1 se no remedy 
But suter pacyently. 
(5) 
To playn whet ys none ere 
My chance is chawnsyd so, 
Ffor it dothe well apere 
My frend ys tornyd my foo; 
But syns there ys no defence 
I must take pacyence. 3o 
(6) 
Who wold have ever thowght 
A hart that was so sett, 
To have suche wrong me wrowght, 
Or to be cownterfett ; 
But who that trustythe most 
Ys lyke to pay the cost. 36 
1 must of force, God wott 
Thys paynfull lyff susteyne, 
And yet 1 know nott 
The chefe cawse of my payn; 
Thys ys a strange dyssese,-- 
To serve and never plese. 
9,81 
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(8) 
I must of force endure 
Thys drawght drawyn awry, 
Ffor I am fast and sure 
To have the mate therby; 
Bat note I wyll thys texte 
To draw better the nexte. 

46 

48 

Probably Wiat s. 
Thc extra sign denoting a poem by Wiat is added after the word "f} nys. 
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17 

I 

n faythe methynkes yt ys no ryght 
To hate me thus for lovyng ye, 
So fayte a face, so full of spyght, 
Who wold have thowght suche crueitye; 
But syns ther is no remedye, 
That by no meanes ye can me love, 
I shall you leve and other prove. 

Ffor yff I have for my good wyll 
No reward eles but cruelltye, 
In faythe thereol I can no skyll 
Sythe that I lovyd ye honestlye; 
But take hede I wyil tyll I dye 
Or that I love so well agayn, 
Syns women use so muche to fayn. 

This fragment is answered by Antony Lee on the opposite page of the MS 
beginning thus- 
"And sure I thynke yt ys best way 
To love for love alyke agayn 
And not to make ernest of play 
As [ to love and she to ffayn." 

4 
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18 
he knot which fytst my hett did stsayn, 
hen that your servant I becam, 
Doth bynd me still for to remain 
Allwayes you]: owne, as now I am; 
And if you fynd that I do fayne, 
With iust iugement my selfe I dam 
To have dvsdain. 

(2) 
other thought in me do groo 
But styl to love you sted[astlye, 
If that the proff do not well shoo 
That I am yours asutydly, 
Let every wellth tume me to woo, 
And you to be continually 
My chefest foo. 

(3) 
other love or new Request 
Doo ese my hart, but only this, 
Ot if within my weryd brest 
Be hyd on thought that mene amys, 
I do desyer that myn unrest 
May styli increse, and I to mys 
What I love best. 
Allwayes] MS. spelling tt 
asurydly] MS. spelling a orydly. The normal spelling is given in text. 

7 

12 

14 
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19 

I 

(1) 
t was my choyse it was no chance 
That browght my hart in others holde 
Wherby ytt hath had suteraunce 
Lenger perde then Reason wold 
Syns I ytt bownd where ytt was free 
Me thinkes ywys of ryght yt shald 
Acceptyd be. 

Accepted be withowte refuse, 
Unles that fortune have the power, 
All ryght of love for to abuse; 
For, as they say: one happy howre 
May more prevayle than Ryght or Myght. 
Yf fortune then list for to lowre 
What vaylyth Ryght ! 

What vaylyth Ryght yff this be true ? 
Then trust to chaunce and go by gesse 
Then who so lovyth may well go sew 
Uncerten Hope for hys redresse. 
Yett some wold say, assuredly: 
Thou mayest appele for thy relesse 
To Fantasy. 
_'286 
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Sins she is gone 
And I alone 
A'neles as ye may see. 

Where is the oth 
Where is the troth 
That she to me did gyve ? 
Such fayned win'des 
With selie boordes 
Let no wise man beleve. 

(8) 
For even as I 
Thus wofully 
Unto myself complaine, 
If ye then truste 
Nedes lerne ye muste 
To sing my song in vayne 

How shuld I 
Be so pleasaunt 
In my semblaunt 
As my fellowes be. 

\VIAT 
3g 

o 

56 
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22 

(1) 
ull well yt maye be sene 
To suche as understand, 
How some there be that wene 
They have theyre wehh at hand, 
Thoruhe loves abusyd band; 
But iytell do they see 
Th'abuse wherin they bee. 

(:) 
Of love there ys a kynd 
Which kyndlythe by abuse, 
As in a feble mynd, 
Whome fansy may enduce 
By loves dysceatefull use, 
To folowe the fond lust. 
And prove of a vayn trust. 

|2 

As 1 myself may saye 
By tryall of the same, 
No wyght can well bewray 
The falsyed love can frame; 
1 saye, twyxt grefe and game, 
Ther is no lyvyng man 
That knows the crafte love can 
29:3 
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(4) 
Ffor love so well can fayn 
To favour for the whyle, 
That suche as sekes the gayn 
Ar servyd with the gyle; 
And some can thys concyle, 
To gyve the symple leave 
Them selfes for to dysceave 

() 
\Vhat thing may more declare 
O1  love the crahye kynd, 
Than see the wyse, so ware, 
In love to be so blynd. 
If so yt be assynd, 
Let them e.njoye the gayn, 
That thynkes yt worth the payne. 

33 
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Now in my hart there shall 1 grave 
The groundyd grace that now I tast: 
Thankyd be fortune that me gave 
So fayre a gyfft, so sure and fast. 

2- t 

4 
Now suche as have me sene ere thys 
When youthe in me sett forthe hys kynd, 
And foly framd my thought amys, 
The fawte wherof now well l ffynde. 
Loo, syns that so yt ys assynd 
That unto eche a tyme there ys, 
Then blame the lott that led my mynd 
Sometyme to lyve in loves blys. 

8 

3,'2_ 

() 
But frome henceforthe I do protest, 
By presse of that that I have past, 
Shall never ceace within my brest 
The power of love so late owtcast. 
The knott thereof ys knytt ffull fast. 
And I therto so sure proffest, 
Ffor evermore with me to last 
The power wherin I am possest. 
ttinis. 

36 
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24 
o how I seke and sew to have 
That no man hathe, and may be had! 
There ys more but synk or save 
And bring thys doute to good or bad. 
To lyve in sorrows, allways sad, 
l lyke not so to linger fforthe, 
Hap evyll or good I shallbe glad 
To take that comes as well in wotthe, s 
(2) 
Shold I sustayn this great dystres, 
Styli wandtyng forthe thus to and [roo 
In dredfull hope to hold my pese, 
And fede my sell with secret woo? 
Nay, nay, certayne I wyll not soo 
But sure I shall my sel[e aply 
To put in profe this doute to knoo 
And rydd thys daunger redely. 
(- 
I shall assay by secret sute 
To show the mynd o[ myn entent, 
And my desertes shall gyve suche [rute 
As with my hart my wordes be ment. 
So By the profe of thys consent 
Sone, out of doute, l shall be sure, 
For to reioyce or to repent 
In ioye or payn for to endure. 
97 
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25 

S 

yns so ye please to here me playn, 
And that ye do reioyce my smart, 
Me lyst no lenger to remayn 
To suche as be so overthwart. 

But cursyd be that cruell hart 
Whyche hathe procuryd a careles mynd 
For me, and myn unfaynyd smart, 
And forcythe me suche fautes to fynd. 

More than to muche I am assuryd 
Of thyn entent, wherto to trust; 
A spedles proffe I have enduryd, 
And now I leve yt to them that lust. 

t]illiS. 

12 

Tis I)er is proeede,l by "My love ys lykeuato thete'nll f3-re. Eldgr,it, No. 7 
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28 

mysetable sotow withowten cute 
Yf it plese the 1o to have me thus suffit, 
At lest yet let her know what I endure, 
And this my last voyse cary thow thethet 
Whet lyved my hope now ded for ever; 
For as ill grevus is my banyshement 
As was my plesme whan she was present 
finis. 
N, signature. 
foL 58. 
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2 

(1) 
ins you will nedes that I shall sing, 
Take yt in worth such as I have; 
Plentye of plaint, mone and morning 
Yn depe dispaire, and dedlye payne, 
Boteles for boote, crying to crave 
To crave yn vayne. 

(2) 
Suche hammers worke within my hed 
That sounde nought els into my eris, 
But faste at horde, and wake abed; 
Suche tune the temper to my song 
To waile my wrong, that I wante teris 
To waile my wrong. 

(8) 
Deth and dispaire afore my face 
My dayes dekaes, my grefe doeth gro; 
The cause therof is in this place 
Whom crueltye dothe still restraine 
For to rejoise, tho yt be wo 
To here me plaine. 

IO 

I2 

i6 

i8 

4 dedlye] IS spelling delye. 
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(4) 
A brokin lute, untunid stringes 
With such a song maye well bere patte, 
That nother pleasith him that singes, 
Nor theim that here, but her alone, 
That with her hette wold sttaine my herte 
To here it grone. 

22 

(5) 
Yf it greve you to here this same, 
That you do fele but in my voyse, 
Consiclte then what plesaunt game 
I do sustayne in evetye patte, 28 
To cause me sing or to teioyse 
Within my herte. 3o 
(,, v") 
The words "and thys" written above the poem in Lady M.rgaret's handwriting. 

307 



THE POEMS OF SIR THOMAS WIAT 

3 

W 

(1) 
hat shulde I saye, 
Sins faithe is ded, 
And truth awaye, 
From you ys fled, 
Shulde I be led, 
With doblenesse ? 
Naye, naye, mistresse ! 

I promiside you, 
And you promisid me, 
To be as true, 
As I wolde be. 
But sins I se 
Your doble herte, 
Farewell my parte ! 

(3) 
Though for to take 
Yt ys not my minde 
But to forsake, 
And as I finde 
So will I truste 
Farewell, uniuste ! 
F,I. 77. 
5-6] written in one line in the MS. 
The fourth line is wanting in the third stanza. 

5 

7 

I2 

I4 

i8 

2O 
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(4) 
Can ye saye naye ? 
But you saide 
That I all waye 
Shulde be obeide, 
And thus betraide 
Or that I wiste 
Farewell, unkiste. 
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M 

5 

(1) 
e list no more to sing 
Of love nor of suche thing 
Howe sore that yt me wring; 
For what 1 song or spake 
Men dede my songis mystake. 

(2) 
My songes ware to defuse, 
Theye made folke to muse; 
Therefor, me to excuse, 
Theye shall be song more plaine, 
Nothr of joye nor payne, 

(8) 
What vailith then to skipp 
At fructe over the lipp, 
For frute withouten tast 
Dothe noght but rott and waste. 

(4) 
What vaylith under kaye 
To kepe treasure alwaye 
That never shall se daye ? 
Yf yt be not usid, 
Yt ys but abusid. 

This 

poem is clearly written in a satiric strain. 
31o,2 

5 

io 

14 

19 
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() 
What vayleth the flower, 
To stond still and whithr; 
Yf no man yt savour, 
It servis onlye for sight 
And fadith towardes night. 

24 

(6) 
Therefore fete not tassaye 
To gadre ye that maye, 
The flower that this daye 
Is fresher than the next; 
Mark well I saye, this text. 

29 

(7) 
Let not the frute be lost 
That is desirid moste, 
Delight shall quite the coste; 
Yf hit be tane in tyme 
Small labour is to clyme. 

And as for such tresure, 
That makith thee the richer, 
And no dele the porer, 
When it is geven or lente 
Methinkes yt ware well spent. 
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(9) 
If this be undre miste, 
And not well playnlye wyste, 
Undrestonde me who lyste ; 
For I seke not a bene, 
1 wott what I doo meane. 

WIAT 
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6 

(1) 
he Joye so short alas, the paine so nere, 
The waye so long, the departure so smart, 
The furst sight alas I bought to dere, 
That so sodainelye now frmn hens must parte. 
The bodye gone, yet remaine shall the hert s 
With her, that which for me salte teris ded raine, 
And shall not chaunge till that we mete againe. 7 

(9.) 
The tyme doeth passe, yet shall not my love; 
Tho 1 be farre, alwayis my hert is nere; 

Tho 
Tho 
Tho 
Tho 
Yet 

other chaunge, yet will I not remove; 
other care not, yet love I will and fere; 
other hate, yet will I love my dere; 
other woll of lightnes saye adewe 
woll I be founde stedefast and trewe. 

12 

I4 

(3) 
When other laugh, alas then do 1 wepe, 
When other sing, then do 1 waile and crye; 
When other runne, perforcyd I am to crepe; 
When other daunce, in sorro I do lye; 
When other joye, for paine welnere I dye; 
Thus brought from welth alas to endles paine, 
That undeservid, causeles to remayne. 
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(7) 
O Venus, Ladye, of Love the goddesse 
Help all true lovers to have love agayne 
Bannishe from thye presens disdayne and unkyndenesse, 
Kyndnesse and pytie to thy servise retay_ne 
For true love, ons fixed in the cordiale vayne 
Can never be revoulsid by no manet of arte 
Unto the sowle from the boddye departe. 49 
("T V.") 
49 Unto] i. e. Until. 
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8 

(1) 
*" ament my losse, my labor, and my pay_ne, 
L 
All )re that he:e re)re wo[ull pla)rnte and crye; 
If ever man myght ons your heft constrayne 
To p)rtie wordes of right, )rt s_huld be I. 
That sins the tyme that youthe in me ded rayne, 
My pleasaunte yeres to bondage did aplye, 
Wiche as yt was I purposed to declare 
Wherebye my frendes hereafter maye be ware. 

8 

And if perchaunce some reders list to muse,m 
What menith me so playnlye for to w-tight, 
My good entente the fawte of that shall skuse, 
Wiche meane nothing, but trulye to end)rght 
The crafte and care, the greef and long abuse 
Of lovers lawe, and eke for punisshmente mighte, 
Wiche though that man oft tymes bye paynis doth kno, 
Lyttle theye wot wiche wayes the gylis doth grow 

(3) 
Yet well ye kno, that will renne my smart 
Thus to reherse the paynes that I have past, 
My hand doth shake, my pen skant doth his parte, 
My boddye quakes, my wyttis begynne to waste. 

* Printed for the first time. 
7 declare] MS. declare. 
x6 grylis] i.e. gatiles. 
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Twixt heate and colde, in fete I fele my herte 
Panting for payne, and this, as all agaste 
I do remayne, skant wotting what I wtyght 
Perdon me then, kyndelye, tho I endite. 

24 

(4) 
And patientely, O reader, I the praye 
Take in good parte this worke as yt ys mente, 
And greve thee not with ought that I shall saye, 
Sins with good will this boke abrode ys sente, 
To tell men howe in youthe I ded assaye 
What love ded mene, and nowe I yt repente, 
Yet moving me my frendes might well be ware, 
And kepe them free from all such payne and care. 
("T v.") 
22 Panting] lIS. ay pating, with first word crossed out. 
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9 

S pight hath ro power to make me sadde, 
I Nor scomefulnesse to make me playne, 
Yt doth suflise that ors I had, 
And so to leve yt is no payre. 

(2) 
Let theim frowne on that leste dothe gaine, 
Who ded teioyse must nedes be glad, 
And tho with wordis thou werist to rayne 
Yt doth suflise that ons I had. 

Sins that in chekes thus overthwarte 
And coylye lookis thou doste delight, 
Yt doth suflise that myne thou watte, 
Tho change hath put thye faith to flight. 

(4) 
Alas, it is a pevishe spight 
To yelde thiself and then to parte, 
But sins thou seiste thie faith so light 
Yt doeth suffise that myne thou warte. 
9 overthwarte] IS. spelling ovetmett. 
vor. i 321 
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And sins thye love doth thu_s declyne, 
And in thye herte suche hate doeth grow, 
Yt doeth suffise that thou warte myne, 
And with good will I quite yt so. 

(6) 
Some tyme my [rend, farewell my [oo, 
Sins thou change I am not thyne, 
But [or rele[ of all my woo 
It doeth suffise that thou warte myne. 

(7) 
Prayeng you all that heris this song 
To judge no wight, nor none to blame; 
Yt dothe suffise she dothe me wrong 
And that herself doth kno the same 

And tho" she chaunge it is no shame 
Theire kinde it is and bathe bene long; 
Yet I proteste she hath no name, 
Yt dothe suffise she doth me wrong. 
("T V.") 
9 chaunge] MS. chang. 
The words "and thys" written at the side of this poem in Margaret Howar4's 
hand. 
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10 

! my herte, a! what aileth the 
To sett so light my libertye, 
Making me bonde when I was fre. 
A my herte a ! what aileth thee. 

When thou ware rid from all distresse, 
Voyde of all paine and pensifnesse, 
To chose againe a new mistresse. 
A my herte a ! what aileth thee. 

6 

When thou ware well, thou could not hold 
To tome agayne that ware too bolde, 
Thus to renue my sorowes olde. 
A my herte a ! what aileth thee. 

Thou knoist full well that but of late 
I was tornid out of loves gate, 
And now to guide me to this mate ! 
A my herte a ! what aileth thee. 

I2 

I hopte full well all had ben done, 
But now my hope is tane and won, 
To my torment to yelde so sone. 
A my herte a ! what aileth thee. 
("T V.") 
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(4) 
| he can inde that can me please, 
A thinckes he dois his owne hertes ease; 
And likewise I could well apease 
The chefest cause of his mlsease, 
If it ware not. 
Grudge on who list this is my lot 
No thing to want if it ware not. 

16 

(5) 
A master oke God hath me sente 
To have my will, is hollye lente 
To serve and love, for the "entente 
That bothe, we myght be well contente, 
If it ware not. 

20 

(6) 
And here an end, it doeth sutise 
To speke fewe wordes among the wise; 
Yet take this note before your eyes : 
My mirth shulde double ons or twise 
If it ware not. 
Grudge on who list, this is my lot 
No thing to want if it ware not. 
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13 
(1) 
/_ feting to you both yn hertye wyse 
l_JAs unknowen I sende, and this mye entente 
As I do here, you to advertyse, 
Lest that perchaunce your deades you do repente. 
The unknowen man dredes not to be shente 
But sayes as he thinks : so fares it bye me, 
That nother ffere nor hope in no degre. 
The bodye and the sowle is helde togidder, 
Yt is but right, and reason woll the same, 
And fryndelie the oon to love the other, 
Yt encresith your beautye and also your fame; 
But marke well my wordes, for I fete no blame, 
Truste well yourselves, but ware ye trust no mo 
For suche as ye think your frende, may fortune be 
your ffoo. 
(3) 
Beware frendelye ere ye have enye nede, 
And to frendes reconsilide trust not greatelye ; 
For they that ons with hastie spede 
Exiled themselves oute of your companye, 
Tho theye tome againe and speke farelye, 9 
Fayning themselves to be your frendes faste, 
Beware of them for thye will disseyve you at laste. 
* Printed for the first time. 
 beautye] MS. btatte. 
 disseyve] MS. disseyeve. 
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Fayre wordes makis foolys fayne, 
And bering in hande causith moche woo; 
For tyme tryeth trothe, therefore refrayne : 
And from suche as be redye to doo :- 
None doo I name but this I kno, 
That bye this faute cause causith moche, 
Therefore beware if yo do know anye suche. 

26 

To wise folkes few wordes " is an old sayeng, 
Therfore at this tyme I will write nomore, 
But this short lesson take for a warning, 
By soche light frendes set littill store; 
If ye do otherwise ye will repent it sore; 
And thus of this lettre making an ende, 
To the boddye and the sowle I me commend. 

33 

35 

(6) 
Wryting lyfles at the manner place 
Of him that hath no chave nor nowere dothe dwell; 
But wandering in the wilde worlde wanting that he hase, 
And nothr hopis nor tearis heven nor hell; 
But lyveth at adventure ye kno him full well. 4o 
The twentie daye of marche he wrote yt yn his house, 
And hathe him recommendyd to the kat and the 
mowse. 4 
("T V.") 
 wordes] MS. slelling #oodts. 
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14 

(1) 
T anglid I was in loves snare, 
Oprest with payne, torment with care; 
Of grefe right sure, of ioye full bare, 
Ciene in dispaire bye crueitye ; 
But ha ! ha! ha ! full well is me, 
For I am now at iibertye. 

4 

(2) 
The wofuli daye so full of paine, 
The werye nyght all spent in vayne, 
The labor lost for so small gayne; 
To wryte them all yt wyll not be, 
But ha! ha! ha! full well is me, 
For I am now at libertye. 

8 

() 
Everything that faire doeth sho, 
When prof is made it proveth not soo, 
But torneth mirthe to bittre woo, 
Wich in this case full well I see; 
But ha! ha! ha! full well is me 
For I am now at iibertye. 
329 
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(4) 
To grete desire was my guide, 
And wanton wyll went bye my syde; 
Hope rulid still, and made me hyde 
Of loves craft thextremitye. 
But ha! hal ha ! full well is me 
For I am now at libertye. 

16 

() 
With faynid wordes that ware but winde, 
To long delayes I was assind : 
Her wylye lokes my wyttes ded blinde : 
Thus as she wolde I ded agree. 
But ha ! ha ! hal full well is me 
For I am now at l ibertye 

2O 

(6) 
Was never birde tanglid in lyme, 
That brake awaye yn better tyme, 
Then I that rotten bowes ded clyme, 
And had no butte but scaped fre. 
Now ha ! ha ! ha ! full well is me 
For I am nowe at libertye. 

that] IS. 

24 

("T V.") 
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onger to muse 
On this re[use 
1 will not use, 
But studye to forget ; 
Lett my all goo, 
Sins well l kno, 
To be my 
Her hette is fetmely sett. 
(2) 
Sins my entente, 
So ttulye mente, 
Cannot contente 
Her minde as l do see; 
To tell you playne, 
Yt ware in vayne, 
For so small gaine 
To lose my libettie, 
(8) 
For if he thtyve 
That will goo sttyve 
A shipp to dtyve 
Againste the stteme and winde, 
Undoutedlye 
Then thtyve shulde l 
To love ttulye 
A cruel hettid mynde. 

8 

I2 

i6 

2O 
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(4) 
But sith that so 
The worlde doeth goo 
That everye woo 
Bye yelding doth incresse, 
As I have tolde 
I wilbe bolde 
Therbye my paynis to cese. 

() 
Praying you all 
That after shall 
Bye fortune fall 
Ynto this folishe trade, 
Have yn your minde 
As I do finde, 
That oft be kinde 
All womens love do fade. 

3 ! 

35 

39 

(6) 
Wherefore a pace 
Come, take my place, 
Some man that hase 
A lust to berne the fete; 
For sins that she 
Refusith me, 
I must agre 
And perdye to forgett. 

43 

47 
("T V.") 
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16 

ove doth againe 
Put me to payne 
And yet all is but lost, 
1 serve yn vayne 
And am certayne 
Of all, mislikid most. 

6 

(2) 
Both heate and colde 
Doth so me holde 
And combred so my minde, 
That when I shulde 
Speke and beholde 
It &yveth me still behinde. 

IO 

12 

(3) 
My wittis be paste, 
My lif doeth waste, 
My comforte is exild, 
And I in haste 
Am lyke to taste 
How love bathe me begilde. 
388 
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(4) 
Onles that right 
Maye yn her sight 
Obtaine pitye and grace, 
Whye shulde a wight 
Have bewtye bright 
Yf mercye have no place ? 
(5) 
Yett I alas 
Am in soche cace 
That bak I cannot goo, 
But still forth trace 
A patiente pace 
And sure secret woo, 
(6) 
Ffor with the winde 
My fyred mynde 
Doth still inflame, 
And she unkinde 
That ded me binde 
Doth tome yt all to game. 
(7) 
Yet may no payne 
Make me reftaine 
Not here and there to range, 
l shall tetaine 
Hope to obtayne 
Her hett that is so straunge. 

WIAT 

28 
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17 
ith serving still 
This have I wone, 
For my goodwyll 
To be undon. 

And for redresse 
Of all my payne, 
Disdaynefulnes 
1 have againe. 
(3) 
And for reward 
Of all my smarte, 
Lo, thus unharde 
1 must departe ! 
(4) 
Wherefore all ye 
That after shall 
Bye ffortune be 
As I am, thrall, 

() 
Example take, 
What I have won 
Thus or her sake 
To be undone! 
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(8) 
And she iniuste, 
Which ferith not, 
Yn this her fame to be defilyd, 
Yett ons l trust 
Shalbe my lott, 
To quite the craft that me begilid. 
("T V.") 
The words "lerne but to syng yt" are wdtte,, at the head of 
lagret Howard's writing. 
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19 

D 

ryven bye desire I dede this dede, 
To daunger myself without cause whye, 
To trust the untrue not lyke to spede, 
To speke and promise faithefullie. 
But now the proof dothe verifie, 
That who so trustithe ere he kno, 
Dothe hurte himself and please his too. 
("T V.") 
In Tottel. 
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20 
(1) 
lerdye 1 saide it not 
Nor never thought to do. 
As well as Iye wott, 
I have no powre therto : 
And if I ded, the lott 
That first ded me enchain 
Do never slake the knott, 
But strayte it to my payne. 

(2) 
And if I ded, eche thing 
That maye do harme or woo, 
Contynuallye maye wring 
My herte wherso I goo; 
Reporte may alwayes ring 
Of shame of me for aye. 
Yf yn my herte ded spring 
The worde that ye doo saye. 

12 

(-:3) 
If I saide so, ech sterre 
That is in heven above, 
Maye frowne on me to marre 
The hope I have yn love; 2o 
This is the eighth entry of the lon grotp of poems. The first leven ar loems 
brand in the earlier part of the E. 
At the top of the poem, in the margin, are the words "and th..%'" in Lady 
XIargaret's Imncl. 
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And if I ded, such warre 
As they brought out of Troye, 
Bring all my lyff afarre 
From all this lust and joye. 

WIAT 

And if 1 ded so say, 
The bewtye that me bound 
Encresst from daye to daye 
Moe cruell to my wounde; 
With all the mone that may, 
To playnte may torn my song; 
My lif may sone dekay, 
Without redresse bye wrong. 

(5) 
Yf 1 be clere fro thought 
Whye do ye then complaine ? 
"]'hen ys this thing but sought 
To tome me to more payne. 
Then that that ye have wrought, 
Ye must it now redresse, 
Of right therefore ye ought, 
Such rigor to represse. 

4 this] T. his. 
37 Then that] T. the Ibi.. 
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(5) 
All woridelye felicitye now am I pryvate, 
And left in deserte most solitarelye, 
Wandting all about, as on withoute mate; 
Mv deth aprochith, what remedye : 

(8) 
What remedye, alas, to rejoise my wofull herte, 
With sighis suspiring most ru[ullie ; 
Nowe wellcome, l am redye to deperte, 
Farewell all plesure welcome paine and smerte. 2., 
(" T V.") 
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23 

o make an ende of all this strif 
No longer tyme for to sustaine, 
But now withe dethe to chaunge the 
Of him that lyves alwaies in payne: 
Dispaire such powa'e hathe in his hande, 
That helpeth most I kno certeyne 
Maye not withstonde. 

(2) 
Maye not withstonde that is electe 
Bye fortunis most exttemytie, 
But all in worthe to be excepte 
Withouten lawe or libretye; 
What vaylithe then unto my thought ? 
Yf right can have no remedie. 
There vaylith nought. 

(3) 
There vayleth nought, but all in vaine, 
The fawte thereof maye none amende 
But onlie dethe, for to constraine 
This spightfull hap to have an ende,-- 
So grete disdaine dothe me provoke, 
That drede of deth cannot delende 
This dedelye stroke. 

14 
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(4) 
This dedelye stroke, wherby shall seace 
The harbord sighis within my herte, 
And for the gifte of this relese 
My hand in haste shall playe his parte, 
To doo this cure againste his kinde, 
For chaunge of lif from long desert 
To place assignid. 

(5) 
To place assignid for ever more, 
Nowe bye constrainte I do agre 
To loose the bonde of my restore, 
Wherein is bounde my liberte; 
Dethe and dispaire doeth undretake 
From all mishap now hardilye 
This ende to make. 

3 

35 

("T V.") 
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24 

(1) 
Yll ye se what wonderous love bathe wrought, 
Then come and loke at me; 
There nede no where els to be sought, 
Yn me ye maye theim see. 

C) 

For unto that that men maye see 
Most monstruous thing of kinde, 
My self may best compared bee, 
Love hath me so assignid. 

8 

(3) 
There is a rok in the salte floode, 
A rok of suche nature, 
That drawithe the yron from the woode, 
And leveth the ship unsure. 

She is the rok, the ship ame 1, 
That rok my dedelie ffoo, 
That draweth me there, where I muste die, 
And robbith my harte me froo. 
850 

I6 



POEMS FROM THE DEVONSHIRE MS. 

(5) 
A birde there flieth and that but on, 
Of her this thing ensueth, 
That when her dayes be spent and gone, 
With lyre she reneweth. 

20 

(6) 
And I with fire may well compare 
My love that is alone, 
The flames whereof doth aye repare 
My iif when yt is gone. 
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But in my harte this word shall sink : 
Unto the proffe maye better be, 
l wolde yt ware not and as l think, 
I wolde l thought yt ware not. 

(4) 
Y[ yt De not, show no cause whye 
I shoulde so think, then care l not; 
For I shall so my sell applie 
To Dee that 1 apere not; 
That is as one that shall not shrink 
To De your owne untill I dye; 
And if yt be not as l think, 
Lyke wyse to think yt is not. 

Unto] i.e. until. 
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(6) 
Who iudgeth well, well God him sende ; 
Who iudgeth evill, God them amende ; 
To iudge the best therefore intende, 
For I am as I am and so will I ende. 

2,t 

(7) 
Yet some there be that take delight 
To judge folkes thought for envye and spight, 
But whyther they judge me wrong or right, 
I am as I am and so do I wright. 

() 
Praying you all that this doo rede, 
To truste yt as you doo your crede, 
And not to think I change my wede, 
For I am as I am howe ever I spede. 

,3 2 

(9) 
But how that is I leve to you; 
Judge as ye list false or true; 
Ye kno no more than afore ye knewe; 
Yet I am as I am whatever ensue. 

36 

(10) 
And from this mynde l will not flee, 
But to you all that misjuge me, 
I do proteste as ye maye see, 
That I am as I am and so will I bee. 

judge] lS. jude. 
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27 

atiens for ! have wrong, 
And dare not show whereyn, 
Patiens shall be my song, 
Sins truthe can no thing wyn. 
Patiens for this l:ytt, 
Here after comis not yett. 

4 

This isthe only entry without sigmture ; it is written in a hand 'hieh does not 
ccur elsewhere in the MS. 
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MSS. 

! 
* "1o whom should l sue to ease my payne ? 
1 
To my mystres ? Nay, nay, certayne, 
For feare she should me then disdayne. 
l dare not sue, I dare not sue ! 
When I should speake to my mystres, 
In hope for to get redres, 
When I should speake, when I should speake, s 
What hap had l that sufl:ereth payne, 
And if I myght her grace attayne : 
Or els she would here me complayne, 
What hap had I, what hap had I. 
I fly, for feare to be espyed 
Or of evil wil to be destroyed, 
The place whet I would faynest abyde, 
1 fly for feare, 1 fly for feare. 6 
Though I were bold, who should me blame 
Love caused me to do the same. 
With honesty it were no shame, 
Though I were bold, though I were bold. 

* From the Court of Venus, it follows "My lute awake," and precedes "Dys- 
daine me not" ; it will be seen that the phrasing, and the whole motif of the poem 
is Wiat's style. 
7] omitted. 
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And here an end, wyth ful glad wyl 
In purpose for to serve her styi, 
And for to part thinke none yi, 
And here an end, and here an end. 

2,t 
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2 
D ysdaine me not without desert 
Not leave me not so sodeynly, 
Sence wel ye wot that in my hart 
i meane nothing but honesty, 
Dysdayne me not. 
Refuse me not without cause why 
Not thynke me not to be unjust, 
Since that by lot of fantasye 
The careful knott nedes knyt I must, 
Refuse me not 
Mystrust me not, though some thetbe 
That fayne would spot my stedfastnesse, 
Beleve them not seyng that ye se 
The ptofe is not as they exptesse : 
Mysttust me not. 
Forsake me not til I deserve 
Not hate me not till swerve, 
For syth you knew what I intend 
Forsake me not. 

Iaatts in Tottel. 
Tottel omits refrain. 
4 nothing but honesty] T. ye not b,t hoestly. 
xo my]soT. C'. 
x seyng] T. 
4] Omitted. T. or lwte me not tll 1 o.end. 
5 Nor... swerve] T. Destro e not tll 
6 For syth] T. btt 

6 
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Dysdayne me not being your owne : 
Refuse me not that I am so true : 
Mysttust me not til al be knowen - 
Forsake me never for no new. 
Disdayne me not. 

]7 being] T. that 
]8 ! am] T. am. 
20 never] T. t 
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3 
T. WYAT. OF Love 
L Yke as the wynde with raging blaste 
Dothe cawse eche tree to bowe and bende, 
Even so do I spende my tyme in wast 
My lyt consumyng into an ende. 
() 
For as the flame by force doeth quenche the fyer, 
And runninge streames consume the rayne, 
Even so do I myself desyer, 
To augment my greffe and deadly payne. 
Where as I fynde that whot is whot, 
And colde is colde, by course of kynde, 
So shall | knet an endles knot. 
Such fruite in love alas I fynde. 
When I foresaw those christall streames 
Whose bewtie dothe cause my mortall wounde, 
1 lyttyll thought within those beames 
So swete a venim for to have founde. 
(5) 
I fele and see my owne decaye, 
As one that bearethe flame in his brest, 
Forgetfull thought to put away, 
The thynge that breadeth my unrest, 
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(6) 
Lyke as the flye dothe seke the flame, 
And afterwarde playeth in the fyer, 
Who fyndeth her woo, and sekethe her game, 
Whose greffe dothe growe of her owne desyet. 

(7) 
Lyke as the spider dothe drawe her lyne, 
As labor lost so is my sute 
The gayne is hers the Iosse is myne, 
Of evell sowne seade suche is the frute. 
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4 

EPITAPH OF SIR THOMAS GRAVENER KNIGHT 

" nder this stone ther lyeth at rest 
A frendly man, a worthie knight 
Whose heft and mynde was ever prest 
To favor truthe to farther ryght. 
The poores de[ence, his neigbors ayde, 
Most kynde alwayes unto his kyne 
That stint all servys that myght be stayed, 
Whose gentell grace great love dyd wyne. 
A man that was full ernest sett 
To serve his prince at all assayes : 
No sycknes coulde hym from that lett 
Which was the shortnynge of his dayes. 
His lyf was good, he dyed full well; 
The body here, the soule in blys. 
With lenght of wordes whie shoulde I tell 
Or farther shewe that well knowne is? 
Sins that the tears of more and lesse 
Rightwell declare his worthynes. 

At the foot of this poem is written, "Vivit post funera virtus" with signa- 
ture " W." 
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2 
(1) 
asse forth my wonted cryes 
Those cruell eares to pearce, 
Which in most hatefull wyse 
Doe styli my plaintes reverse. 
Doe you my teates, also 
So wet her barrein hart, 
That pitye there may grow, 
And crueltie depart. 
(.-, 
For though hard rockes among 
She semes to have bene bred, 
And of the Tigre long 
Bene nourished and fed; 
Yet shall that nature change, 
If pitie once win place 
Whan as unknowen and strange, 
She now away doth chase. 
(3) 
And as the water soft 
Without forcyng or strength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 
Hard stones doeth perse at length : 
So in her stony hart 
My plaintes at last shall grave, 
And rigour set apart, 
Winne grant oi  that I crave. 
838 
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3 
(1) 
our lokes so often cast, 
Your eyes so frendly rolde, 
Your sight fixed so fast, 
Alwayes one to behold : 
Though hyde it fain ye would : 
It plainly doth declare 
Who hath your hart in hold, 
And where good will ye bare. 
(9.) 
Fayn would ye finde a cloke 
Your brennyng fire to hyde : 
Yet both the flame and smoke 
Breakes out on every side : 
Yee can not love so guide 
That it to issue winne. 
Abrode nedes must it glide, 
That brens so hote within. 
For cause your self do wink 
Ye judge all other blinde : 
And secret it you think 
Which every man doth finde. 
In wast oft spend ye winde 
Your self in love to quit : 
For agues of that kinde 
Will show, who hath the fit. 
870 
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(4) 
Yea though my grief finde no redresse 
But still increase before mine eyes : 
Though my rewarde be cruelnesse 
With all the harme, happe can devise : 
Yet I professe it willingly 
To serve and suffer paciently. 

() 
Yea though fortune her pleasant face 
Should shew, to set me up aloft : 
And streight my wealth, for to deface; 
Should writhe away, as she doth oft : 
Yet would I styli myself apply 
To serve and suffer paciently. 

(6) 
There is no grief, no smart, no wo 
That yet I fele, or after shall, 
That from this mynde may make me go : 
And whatsoever me befall, 
I do professe it willingly 
To serve and suffer paciently. 

6 
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5 
(1) 
or want of will, in o I playne, 
Under colour of sobernesse " 
Renewyng with my sute my payne, 
My wanhope with your stedfastnesse. 
Awake therfore of gentlenesse : 
Regard at length I you require 
The sweltyng paynes of my desire. 

Betimes who geveth willingly, 
Redoubled thankes aye doth deserve; 
And I that sue unfaynedly 
In frutelesse hope, alas, do sterve; 
How great my cause is for to swerve : 
And yet how stedfast is my sute 
Lo here ye see, where is the frute ? 

As hounde that hath his keper lost, 
Seke I your presence to obtayne, 
In which my hart deliteth most, 
And shall delight though I be slayne. 
You may release my band of payne. 
Lose then the care that makes me crye 
For want of helpe or els I dye. 
7 The] T. 
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6 
f ever man might him avaunt 
Of fortunes frendly chere, 
It was my selfe 1 must it graunt 
For I have bought it dere. 
And derely have I helde also 
The glory of her name, 
In yelding her such tribute, 1o, 
As did set forth her fame. 
Sometyme 1 stode so in her grace, 
That as I would require, 
Ech joy I thought did m.e imbrace 
That furdered my desire. 
And all those pleasures 1o had I, 
That fansy might support; 
And nothing she did me denye 
That was to my comfort. 
I had, what would you more perdee, 
Ech grace that I did crave : 
Thus fortunes will was unto me 
All thing that I would have. 
But all to rathe, alas the while, 
She built on such a ground : 
In little space, too great a guyle 
In her now have I found. 
376 

8 

12 

i6 

20 

2-1 



POEMS FROM TOTTEL 

(4) 
For she hath turned so her whele 
That I, unhappy man, 
May waile the time that I did fele 
Vherwith she fedde me than. 
For broken now are her behestes, 
And pleasant lokes she gave; 
And therefore now all my requestes 
From peril can not save. 

(5) 
Yet would I well it might appere 
To her my chide regard : 
Though my desertes have ben to dere 
To merite such reward. 
Sith fortunes will is now so bent 
To plage me thus pore man, 
I must myself therwith content 
And beare it as I can. 

36 
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7 
(1) 
hen first mine eyes did view and matke 
Thy faite beawtie to beholde : 
And when mine eates listned to hark 
The pleasant wotdes that thou me tolde : 
I would, as then, I had been free 
From eates to heat, and eyes to see. 
And when my lips gan first to move 
W'hetby my hart to thee was knowne : 
And when my tong did talk of love 
To thee that hast true love down thtowne 
I would my lips and tong also 
Hacl then bene dum, no deale to go. 
(a) 
And when my handes have handled ought 
That thee hath kept in memory : 
And when my fete have gone and sought 
To find and get thy company : 
l would eche hand a rote had bene 
And I eche foote a hand had sene. 
(4) 
And when in mynde I did consent 
To folow this my fansies will: 
And when my hart did first relent 
To tast such bayt my life to spyll : 
I would my hart had bene as thyne, 
Orels thy hart had bene as mine. 
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8 

M 

(1) 
ystrustfull mindes be moved 
To have me in suspect, 
The troth it shalbe proved 
Which time shall once detect. 

(9.) 
Though falshed go about 
Of crime me to accuse, 
At length I do not doute 
But truth shall me excuse. 

(3) 
Such sawce as they have served 
To me without desart, 
Even as they have diserved 
Therof God send them part. 

8 
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I 

9 
(1) 
see that chance hath chosen me 
Thus secretely to live in paine, 
And to an other geven the lee 
O[ all my losse to have the gayn. 
By chance assinde thus do I serve, 
And other have that I deserve. 

Unto mysel[ sometime alone 
I do lament my wolull case, 
But what availeth me to mone ? 
Since toth and pitie have no place 
In them, to whom I sue and serve : 
And other have that I deserve. 

(3) 
To seke by meane to change this minde 
Alas, I prove it will not be; 
For in my hart I cannot finde 
Once to relrain, but still agree 
As bounde by [orce, alway to serve : 
And other have that I deserve. 

(4) 
Such is the [ortune that I have 
To love them most that love me lest : 
And to my pain to seke and crave 
The thing that other have possest. 
880 
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So tBus in vain alway I .erve, 
And other have that I deserve. 

(5) 
And till I may apease the heate, 
I[ that my happe will happe so well, 
To waile my wo my hart shall [reate, 
Whose pensiv pain my tong can tell. 
Yet thus unhappy must I serve 
And other have that 1 deserve. 
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10 

hrough out the world if it were sought, 
Fake wotdes enough a man shall finde; 
They be good chepe they cost tight nought, 
Their substance is but onely winde. 
But well to say, and so to mene, 
That swete accord is seldom sene. 

4 
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II 

Lo)et. 
Lady. 
Lo)e'. 
Lady. 

Lo)et. 
Lady. 
Lo)e'. 
Lady. 

I 

t burneth yet, alas, my hartes desire. 
What is the thing that hath inflamed thy heft ? 
A certain point as fervent as the lyre. 
The heate shall cease of that thou wilt 
convert. 4 
I cannot stoppe the fervent raging yre. 
What may I do if thyself cause thy smart ? 
Heare my request alas with weping chere 
With right good wyll, say on: !o, I thee 
here. s 

Lo)et. 
Lady. 
Lo)e'. 

Lady. 
Lo)et. 
Lady. 
Lo)er. 
Lady. 

That thing would I that maketh two content. 
Thou sekest perchance of me that I may not. 
Would God, thou wouldst as thou maist well 
assent. 
That I may not, thy grief is mine : God wot. 2 
But I it fele, what so thy wordes have ment. 
Suspect me not, my wordes be not forgot. 
Then say alas! shall I have help ? or no ? 
I see no time to answer yea but no. 6 

alas . . . chere] T2. and new weeping chere. 
thy] TI,. the. 
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Lover. 
Lady. 
Loer. 
Lady. 

Loer . 

Lady. 
Loer. 
Lady. 

Say ye, dere hert, and stand no more in dout. 
I may not grant a thing that is so dere. 
Lo, with delayes thou drives me still about. 
Thou wouldest my death, it plainly doth 
appere. 2o 
First may my hart his bloode, and life blede 
out. 
Then for my sake alas, thy will forbere. 
From day to day thus wastes my life away. 
Yet for the best sut{er some small delay. 24 

Loer. 
Lady. 
Loer. 

Lady. 

Loer. 

Now good say yea : do once so good a dede. 
If I sayd yea what would therof ensue ? 
A hert in pain of succour so should spede 
Twixt yea, and nay, my doubte shall styli 
renew ; 28 
My swete say yea : and do away this drede. 
Thou wilt nedes so? be it so: but then be 
trew. 
Nought would I els, nor other treasure none. 
Thus, hartes be wonne by love, request, and 
mone. 32 
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12 

UffUsed not (Madame) that you did teare 
My wo[ull hart, but thus also to rent 
The weping paper that to you I sent, 
W'hero[ eche letter was written with a teare. 4 
Could not my present paines, alas, suffuse 
Your greedy hart ? and that my hart doth [ele 
Tormentes that prick more sharper then the stele, 
But new and new must to my lot arise ? 8 
Use then my death. So shal your cruelty, 
Spite o[ your spite rid me [rom all my smart, 
And I no more such tormentes o[ the hart 
Fele as I do. This shalt thou gain thereby, i2 
 teare] T. teare, 
2 to rent] T. to rent: Tottel's lOUnctuation is extremely faulty ; it has been 
revised throughout. 
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13 

S peake thou and spede where will or power ought 
helpthe 
Where power doth want will must be wonne by 
welth. 
For nede will spede, where will workes not his kinde, 
And gayne, thy foes thy frendes shall cause thee 
finde. 4 
For sute and golde what do not they obtaine, 
Of good and bad the triers are these twaine. 6 

x helpthe] T2. helloth. 
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I 

(1) 
f thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage 
Of cruell wyll, and see thou kepe thee free 
From the foule yoke of sensuall bondage; 
For though thy Empyre stretche to Inlian sea 
And for thy feare trembleth the fardest Thylee, 
If thy desire have over thee the power, 
Subject then art thou and no governour. 

7 

(e) 
If to be noble and high thy mind be meved, 
Consider well thy grounde and thy beginnyng ; 
For he that hath eche starre in heaven fixed, 
And geves the Moone her homes and her eclipsyng, 
Alike hath made thee noble in his working : 
So that wretched no way thou may be, 
Except foul lust and vice do conquer thee. 

(:3) 
All were it so thou had a flood of gold 
Unto thy thirst, yet should it not suffice; 
And though with Indian stones, a thousande folde 
More precious then can thy self devise 
Ycharged were thy backe : thy covitise 
And busye bytyng yet should never let, 
Thy wretched life ne do thy death profet. 

2I 
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ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF 

FIRST LINES 

A face that shuld content me wonders well 
A ladye gave me a gyfte she had not . 
A ! my herte a ! what ailith the . . 
A Robyn . . . 
A spending land hat alway'powreth owte , 
Absens absenting causithe me to complaine 
Accused though I be without desert. . 
After great stormes the cawme retornis. 
Alas madame for stelyng of a kysse 
Alas poore man what ha l) have I 
Alas the greiff and dedly wofull smert . 
All hevy myndes . 
All yn thi sight my lif oth imle epene 
Altho thow se thowtraus clime aloft . 
And if an Iye may save or sleye 
And wylt thow leve me thus 
As power and wytt wyll me assyst 
At last withdrawe your cruelltie 
At moost myschief . 
Avysing the bright bemes of" thes faye Iyes 
Behold love, thy power how she dispiseth . 
Bicause I have the still kept fro lyes and blame 
Blame not my lute 
Cesar when that the traytor of Egil)t 
Comfort thy self my woftl]] herr . 
Cruell desire my master and my foo 
Deme as ye list upon goode cause . 
Desire alas my master and my foo 
Dryven bye desire I dede this dede 
Dysdaine me not without desert . . 
Dyvers dothe use as I have hard and kno 
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l:)aciens for my devise . 
Pacyence of all nay smart 
Passe forth nay wonted cryes 
Patience though I have not . 
Patiens for I have wrong . 
Payne of all payne the most grevous paine 
Perdye I saide yt not . . . 
Processe of tyme worketh suche wunder 

Resound my voyse ; ye wodes that here me tdain 
Rew on me Lord for thy goodnes and grace . 
Ryght tlle i; is : and said full yore agoo 

She sat and sowde that hath done nlc the ong 
Sighes ar my foode : drynke are my teares . 
Sins you will nedes that I shall sing . 
So feble is the threde that doth the burden stay 
So unwarely was never no mall cawght. 
Sore fowles there be that have so perfaict sig'ht 
Some tyme I fled the fyre that me brent . 
Speake thou and spede where will or power ought'helpt'he 
Spight hathe no power to make me sadde 
Stond who so list upon the slipper toppe . . 
Such is the course that natures kind hath wrought 
Suche vayn thought as wonted to myslede me 
Suche happe as I ame halted ill 
Suffised not (hladame) that you di teare 
Suffryng in sorow in hope to attayn 
Sumtyme I syght, sumtyme I syng . 
Synce love wyll nedes that I shall love 
Syns love ys suche, that as ye wott 
Syns so ye please to here me playn 
Syns ye delite to knowe 

Ta  s fare well, that westward with thy stremis 
Take hede be tynm lest ye be spyede . 
Tanglid I was in loves snare. . 
Th answere that ye made to me my dere 
Th enmy of lift, decayer of all kynde . 
That tyme that myrthe dyd stere my shypp 
The flamyng sighes that boilc withiu my brest 
The fructe of all the servise that I serve 
The furyous gonne, in his raging yre 
The hart and servys to yew profferd 
The Joye so short alas, the paine so here 
The knott whych fyrst my hart dyd strayn . 
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The longe love that in my thought doeth harbar 
The losse is small to lose such on . 
The lyvely sperkes that issue from thos Iye 
The piller pearishd is whearto I lent . 
The restfull place revyver of my smarte 
The wandering gadlyng in the sommcr tyde 
There was never fiile : half so well filed 
There was never nothing more me payned 
They fie from me, that sometyme did me seke 
This song eudid Dad did stint his voyce . 
This word 'redeme that in his mowth did sownd 
Tho I cannot yore" crueltie constrain 
Thou hast no faith of him that hath none 
Thou I my self be bridilled of my mynde 
Though this port : and I thy servaunt true , 
Through out the world if it wet sought 
To cause accord or to ag'e . 
To make an ende of all this strif . 
To rayle or geste ye kno I use yt not 
To seke eche where, where man doeth lve 
To wette your Iye withouten teare 
To wisshe and want and not obtain 
To whom should I sxte to ease my payne 
Under this stone ther lyeth at rest 
Unstable dreme, according to the lace" 
renemus thornes that ar so sharp and kene 
Yulcane bygat me : lfynerva me taught 
Was I never yet of your love greyed 
What deth is worse then this 
What menythe thys, when I lye a'lone . 
What nedeth these threning wordes and wasted wynde 
What no perdy ye may be sure . 
What rae is this ? What furour of what kyd 
What shulde I saye 
What vaileth trouth ? or by'it to ake payn 
What wourde is that that chaungeth not 
When David had perceyvid in his brest . 
When Dido festid first the wandryng Trojan knyght 
When first mine eyes did view and marke 
When that I call unto my mynde. 
Where shall l have at myn owne will 
Who hath herd of such crueltye before. 
Who most doeth slaunder love 
Who so hath sene the sikk in his fevour 
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Who so list to hount : I know where is an hynde . 
With serving still .... 
Within my brest I never thought it gain 
Wyll ye se what wonderous love hathe wrought 
ye know my herte my ladye dere . 
Ye old mule that think your self o fayre 
Yf in the world ther be more woo 
Yf it be so that I forsake the 
You that in love tinde luck and habundance 
Your lokes so often cast 
Ys yt possyble 
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